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Preface. 



' /^N m'a demand^ plus d'une fois si raes 
^-' drames, de La Princesse Maleine k La 
Mortde TintagiUs, avaient €ti. r^ellement Merits 
pour un thdStre de marionettes, ainsi que je 
i'avaia afiirmd dans I'^dition originale de cette 
sauvage petite iSgendedes rnalheurs de Maleine. 
En v^rit^, ils ne furent pas Merits pour des 
acleura ordinaires. II a'y avait la nul d^sir 
ironique et pas la moindre humility non plus. 
Je croyais sincferement el je crois encore au- 
jourd'hui, que les po^raes meurent lorsque des 
etres vivants s'y introduisent, Un jour, dans 
im ^crit dont je ne retrouve plus que quelques 
fragments mutilSs, j'ai essay^ d'expliquer ces 
choses qui dorment, sans doute, au fond <Je 
notre instinct et qu'il est bien difficile de r^- 
veilier complfitement. J'y constatais d'abord, 
qu'une inquietude nous attendail h. tout spec- 
tacle auquel nous assistions et qu'une deception 
k peu prts ineffable accompagnait toujours la 
chute du rideau. N'est-il pas Evident que le 
Macbeth ou I'Hamlet que nous voyons sur 
U sc^ne ne ressemble pas au Macbeth ou k 
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rHamlet du livre? Qu'il a visiblement retro-, 
grad^ dans le sublime? Qu'iine grande partde 
des efforts du pofete qui voulait cr^er avant tout 
une vie sup^rieure, uoe vie plus proche de 
notre ame, a 6t6 annulde par une force ennemie 
qui ne peut se manifester qu'en ramenant cetto 
vie sup^rieure au niveau de la vie ordinaire? 
II y a peut-^tre, me disais-je, aux sources de 
cc malaise, un tris ancien raalentendu, ; 
suite duquel le theatre ne fut jamais exactemenC 
ce qu'il est dans I'instinct de la foule, a savoirj 
/.* temple du Rtve. 11 faut admeltre, ajoutai-je, 
que le theatre, du moins en ses tendances, i 
un art. Mais je n'y trouve pas la marque da 
autres arts. L'art use toujours d'un d^tooi 
et n'agit pas directement. II a pour 
supreme la rdvdiation de I'infini et de la gran- 
deur ainsi que la beaut^ secrete, de i'homme. 
Mais montrer au doigt k I'enfant qui nous ac- 
compagne, les dtoiies d'tme nuit de JuiUet, < 
n'est pas faire une ceuvre d'art. I! faut quf 
l'art agisse comme les abeilles. Elles : 
portent pas aux larves de la ruche les fleun 
des cliamps qui renferraent leur aveoir et leuj 
vie. Les larves mourraient sous ces fleurs sanS 
se douter de rien. II faut que les abeilles nour^ 
riciferes apportent i ces nymphes aveugles Tame 
meme de ces fleurs, et c'est alors seulemeni 
I qu' elles irouveront sans le savoir en ce miel my*- 
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tdrieux la substance des ailes qui un jour les 
emporteront k leur tour dans I'espace. Or, !e 
poemc ^tait une oeuvie d'art et portait ces 
obliques et admirables marques. Mais la repre- 
sentation vient le contredire. Elle chasse vrai- 
ment les cygnes du grand lac, et elle rejette les 
perles dans I'abime. Elle remet les choses 
exactement au point oCi elles ^taient avant 
la venue du po6te. La density mystique de 
I'oeuvre d'art a disparue. Elle verse dans la 
meme erreur que celui qui aprSs avoir vantd 
ii sea auditeurs I'admirable Anfionciation de 
Vinci, par exemple, s'imaginerait qu'i! a fait 
pfinfitrer dans leuis ames la beautd surnaturelle 
de c«tte peinture en reproduisant, en un tableau 
vivant, tous les details du grand chef-d'ceuvre 
florentin. 

Qui salt si ce n'esC pas pour ces raisons 
cadi^es que Ton est obligfi de s'avouer que 
la plupart des grands po^mes de I'bumanitg ne 
som pas scfiniques? Lear, Hamlet, Othello, 
Macbeth, Antoine et CUopdtre, ne peuvent etre 
rept^sent^s, et i! est dangereux de les voir sur 
la scfene, Quelque chose d'Hamlet est mort 
pour nous du jour ou nous I'avona vu mourir 
sous nos yeux. Le spectre d'un acteur I'a 
dStr6nS, et nous ne pouvons plus ^carter I'usur- 
pateur de nos reves. Ouvrez les portes, ouvrez 
_ Je livie, le prince ant^rieur ne revient plus. II 



xii Preface. 

a perdu la facultd dc vivre selon la beautS la plus 
secrete de notre Sme. Parfois son ombre passe 
encore en tremblant sur le seuil, mais d^sonnais 
il n'ose plus, il ne pent plus entrer; et bien des 
voix sont mortes qui I'acclaraaient en nous. 

Je me souviens de cette mort de I'Hamlet de 
mes reves. Un soir j'ouvris la porte i I'usur- 
pateur du pofeme. L'acteur ^tait illustre. II 
entra. Un seul de ses regards me montra qu'il 
n'^tait pas Hamlet. II ne le fut pas un seul 
instant pour moi. Je le vis s'agiter durant trois 
heures dans le mensonge. Je voyais claire- 
ment qu'il avait ses propres destinies; et 
celles qu'il voulait reprtsenter m'Staient indi- 
ciblement indifKrentes i c6t6 des siennes, Je 
voyais sa sant^ et ses habitudes, ses passions et 
ses tristesses, ses pensiies et ses ceuvres, et il 
essayait vainemenC de m'int^resser A une vie 
qui n'^tait pas la sienne et que sa seule pre- 
sence avait rendue factice. Depuis je le revois- 
lorsque j'ouvre le livre et Elsinore n'est plus 
le palais d'autrefois. , . . 

" La v6rit6," dit quelque part Charles Lamb, 
" la v^rit^ est que les caractferes de Shakespeare 
sont leilement des objets de meditation plut6t 
que d'int^ret ou de curiosity relativeraent k 
leurs actes, que, tandls que nous lisons I'un 
de ses grands caractSres criminels, — Mac- 
beth, Richard, lago meme, — nous ne songeons 
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pas tant aux crimes qu'ils commettent, qu'i 
rambition, k I'esprit d'aspiration, k I'activiti 
mtellectuelle qui les poussent k francliir ces 
barri^res morales. Les actions nous affectent 
si peu, que, tandis que les impulsions, I'esprit 
int^rieur en toute sa perverse grandeur, pa- 
raissent seuls r^els et appellent seuls I'attention, 
le crime n'est comparativement rien. Mais 
lorsque nous voyons repr^senter ces choses, les 

»actes sont comparativement tout, et les mobiles 
ne soot plus rien. L'dmotion sublime oJi nous 
*ommes entratn^s par ces images de nuit et 
d'horreur qu'exprime Macbeth ; ce solennel 
prelude oil il s'oublie jusqu'4 ce que I'horlogc 
Sonne I'heure qui doit I'appeler au meurtre de 
Duncan ; lorsque nous ne lisons plus cela dans 
an livre, lorsque nous avons abandonn^ ce poste 
avantageux de I'abstraction d'oii la lecture 
domine la vision, et lorsque nous voyons sous 
DOS yeux, un Homme en sa forme corporelle se 
preparer actuellement au raeuttre ; si ie jeu de 
I'acteur est vrai et puissant, la-pdnible anxi^t^ 
au sujet de I'acte, ie natnrel dSsir de le pr^venir 
tout qu'il ne semble pas accompli, la trop puis- 
sante apparence de risXili, provoquent un mal- 
aise et une inquietude qui ddtniisent totalement 
le plaislr que les mots apportent dans le livre, 
oil I'acte ne nous oppresse jamais de la pSnible 
•ensation de sa presence, et semble plut&t appar- 
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tenir 4 I'histoire ; i. quelque chose de pass^ et 
d'ini^vitable." 

Charles Lamb a raison, et pour mille raisons 
bien plus profondes encore que celles qu'il nous 
donne. Le theatre est le lieu oii meurent la plu- 
part des chefs-d'ceuvre, parce que la represen- 
tation d'un chef-d'ceuvre A I'aide d'^l^raents 
accidentels et humains est antinomique. Tout 
chef-d'ceuvre est un symbole, et le symbole ne 
supporte pas la presence active de I'homme. H 
STiffit que le coq chante, dit Hamlet, pour que 
les spectres de la nuit s'^vanouissent. Et de 
meme, le poeme perd sa vie " de la seconde 
sphere" lorsqu'un Itre de la sphere infcrieure 
s'y introduit. L'accident ramene le symbole i, 
I'accident ; et le chef-d'ceuvre, en son essence, 
est mort durant le temps de cette presence et 
de ses traces. 

Les Grecs n'ignor^rent pas cette antinomie, et 
leurs masques que nous ne comprenons plu^ 
ne servalent probablement qu'i attSnuer la 
presence de Thomme et h soulager le sjTubole. 
Auk Spoques 0(1 le theatre eut une vie veritable, 
il la dQt peut-etre uniquement h quelque cir- 
constance ou h quelque artifice qui venait en 
aide du po^me dans sa lutte coatre Thomme. 
Ainsi, sous Elisabeth, par exemple, !a declama- 
tion etait une sorte de mdopde, le jeu ^tait 
conventionnel, et la scfene aussi. 11 en dtait & 
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peu prts de mime sous Louis XIV. Le po^me 
ae retire i tuesure que I'homme s'avance. Le 
pofeme veut nous arrachet du pouvoir de nos 
sens et faire pt^dorainer le passe et Tavenir; 
I'homme, au coutraire, n'agit que sur nos sens et 
n'existe que pour autant qu'il puisse effacer cette 
predomination. S'il entre en scfene avec toutes 
ses puissances, et libre comme s'il entrait dans 
une foret ; si sa voix, ses gestes, et son attitude 
ne sont pas voil^es par un grand nombre de con- 
ventions sjTith^tiques ; si Ton apergoit un seul 
instant I'etre vivant qu'il est et I'ame qu'il 
possede, — il n'y a pas de pofeme au monde qtii 
ne recule devant lui. A ce moment precis, le 
spectacle du po^me s'interrompt et nous assis- 
lons i une seine de la vie ext^rieure, qui, de 
meme qu'une sc^ne de la rue, de la riviere, ou 
du champ de bataiiie, a ses beaut^s ^temellcs 
et secretes, mais qui est n^anmoins impuissante 
k nous arracher du present, parce qu'en cet 
instant nous n'avons pas la qualitd pour aperce- 
voir ces beautds invisibles, qui ne sont que " des 
fleurs offertes aux vers aveugles," 

Et c'est pour ces raJsons, et pour d'autres 
encore qu'on pourrait rechercher dans les 
memes parages, que j'avais destind mes petits 
drames k des etres indulgents aux poimes, et 
que, faute de mieux, j'appelle " Marionettes." 

MAinucE Maeterlinck. 



Alladine and Palomides. 



To Camille Mauckir, 



Persons. 

Ablamore. 

AsTOLAiNE, dauf^ter of Ablamore. 

Alladine. 

Palomides. 

The Sisters of Palomides. 

A Physician. 

[Note : The translation of Ablamore's song is taken 
from the version of this play made by the editors of 
" Poet-lore." R. H.] 



AUadine and Palomides. 



ACT FIRST. 



W-A wild part of the gardens. Ablamore dis- 
, covered leaning over Alladme, who is asleep. 



Methinks sleep reigns day and night beneath 
"these trees. Each time she comes here with 

; toward nightfall, she is hardly seated when 
she falls asleep. Alas ! I tnnst be glad even of 
that. , . . During the day, whene'er I speak to 
her and her look happens to encounter mine, 
it is hard as a slave's to whom a thing impossi- 
ble has just been bidden. . . . Yet that is not 
her customary look, ... I have seen her many 
times resting her beautiful eyes on children, on 
the forest, the sea, or her surroundings. She 
smiles at me as one smiles on a foe ; and I 
dare not bend over her save at times when her 
eyes can no longer see me. ... I have a few 
moments every evening ; and all the rest of the 
day I live beside her with my eyes cast down. 
... It is sad to love too late. . . . Maids 
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cannot understand that years do not separate 
hearts. . . . They have called me "The wise 
King." ... I was wise because till now nothing 
had happened to me. . . . There are men who 
seem to turn events aside. It was enough that 
I should be about for nothing to be able 
have birth. ... I had suspected it of old, . 
In the time of my youth, I had many friends 
whose presence seemed to attract every adven- 
ture ; but the days when I went forth with 
them, for the encounter of joys or sorrows, they 
came back again with empty hands. ..." 
think I palsied fate ; and I long took pride in 
this gift. One lived under cover in my reign. 
. . . But now I have recognized that misfortune 
itself is better worth than sleep, and that there 
must be a life more active and higher than 
waiting. . . . They shall see that I too ha\ 
strength to trouble, when I will, the water that 
seems dead at the bottom of the great caldrons 
of the fiimre, . . . Alladine, Alladine ! , . . 
Oh ! she is lovely so, her hair over the flowers 
and over her pet lamb, her lips apart and 
fresher than the morn. ... I will kiss her 
without her knowing, holding back my poor 
white beard. . . . \_He kisses her.'] — She 
smiled. . . . Should I pity her? For the few 
years she gives me, she will some day be queen j 
and I shall have done a little good before 1 go 
away. . . . They will be asttJnished. . . . She 
herself does not know. ... Ah ! here she 
wakes with a start. . . . Where are you coming 
from, Alladine ? 
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I have had a bad dream. . . . 

ABLAMOHE. 

What is the matter ? Why do you look yonder ? 



Some one went by upon the road. 



he 



I tell you some one is coming. . . . There 
he is I \Ske points out a young knight coming 
forward through the trees and holding his horse 

the bridU.I Do not take me by the hand ; I 
not afraid. ... He has not seen us. . . . 



ABLAMORE. 



Who dares come here? ... If I did not 
know ... I believe it is Falomides. ... It is 
olaine's betrothed. ... He has raised his 
Kad. ... Is it you, Palomides? 

Enter Palouidbs. 



Yes, my fether ... If I am suffered yet to 
1 you by that name ... I come hither be- 
i the day and the hour. . . . 
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You are a welcome guest, whatever hour it be. 
. . . But what has happened? We did not 
expect you for two days yet. ... Is Astolaine 
here, too ? . . . 

PALOMIDES. 

No; she will come to-morrow. We have, 
journeyed day and night. She was tired and 
begged me to come on before. . . . Are my 
sisters come? 

ABLAMORE. 

They have been here three days waiting' 
for your wedding. — You look very happyj 
Palomides. . . . 

PALOMIDES. 

Who would not be happy, to have found 
what he sought? I was sad of old. But now 
the days seem lighter and more sweet than 
harmless birds in the hand. . . . And if old 
moments come again by chance, I draw near 
Astolaine, and you would think I threw 3. 
window open on the dawn. . . , She has a soul 
that can be seen around her, — that takes you 
in its arms hke an ailing child and without say> 
ing anything to you consoles you for everything. 
... I shall never understand it at all. — I do 
not know how it can all be ; but my knees bend 
in spile of me when I speak of it. . . . 



r 

^^ earn 

I 



AUaditie and Palomides. 

ALLADINE. 

I want to go in again. 



Seeing that Aiiadine anii Palomides i?ok at 
other stealthily.l This is little AUadine 
who has come hither from the heart of Arcady. 
■ . , Take hands. . . Does that astonish you, 
Palomides? . . . 

PALOMIDES. 

My father , , , 

[Palomides' horse starts aside, frightening 
Alladine's lambS\ 



Take care. , . . Your horse has frightened 
Alladine's lamb. . . . He will run away. . , . 



No ; he never runs away. ... He has been 

startled, but he will not run away. . , . It is a 

lamb my godmother gave me. . . . He is not 

hke others. . . . He stays beside me night and 

\ day. \Caressing it. 

PALOMIDES (^also caressing it). 
He looks at me with the eyes of a child. . . . 

ALLADINE. 

He understands everything that happens. . , . 
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It is time to go find your sisters, Palomides. 
. . . They will be astonislied to see you. . . . 

ALLADINE. 

They have gone every day to the turning of 
the road. ... I have gone with them; but 
they did not hope yet. . . . 

ABLAMORE. 

Come ; Palomides is covered with dust, and 
he must be weary. . . . We have too many 
things to say to each other to talk here. . . . We 
will say them to-morrow. . , . They claim the 
mom is wiser than the evening. ... I see the 
palace gates are open and seem to wait for 



I cannot help being uneasy when I go back 
into the palace. . . . It is so big, and I am so 
Uttle,and I get lost there still. . . . And then all 
those windows on the sea. . . . You cannot 
count them. . . . And the corridors that turn 
without reason, and others that never turn, but 
lose themselves between the walls. . . , And 
the halls I dare not go into. . . . 

PALOMIDES. 

We will go in everywhere. . . , 



Yen would think I was not made to dwell 
there, — that it was not built for me. . , . 
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Once I lost my way there. . • . I pushed open 
thirty doors, before I found the light of day 
again. . . . And I could not go out ; the last 
door opened on a pool. . . . And the vaults that 
are cold all summer; and the galleries that 
bend back on themselves endlessly. . . . There 
are stairways that lead nowhere and terraces 
from which nothing can be seen. . • • 

ABLAMORX. 

You who were not wont to talk, how you talk 
to-night I • • . 

[JSxeun/. 



ACT SECOND. 

Scene I. — Alladine discovered^ her forehead 
against one of the windows that open on the 
park. Enter Ablamore. 

ABLAMORE. 

Alladine. . . . 

ALLADINE {turning abruptly) , 
What is it? 

ABLAMORE. 

Oh, how pale you are 1 . . . Are you ill? 

ALLADINE. 

No. 

ABLAMORE. 

What is it in the park? — Were you looking 
at the avenue of fountains that unfolds before 
your windows ? — They are wonderful and 
weariless. They were raised there one by one, 
at the death of each of my daughters. ... At 
night I hear them singing in the garden. • . . 
They bring to mind the lives they represent, 
and I can tell their voices apart. . . • 

AIXADINE. 

I know. 
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ABLAMORE. 



I[ You must pardon me ; I sometimes lepeat 
the same things and my memory is less trust- 
worthy, ... It is not age ; I am not an old 
man yet, thank God ! but kings have a thou- 
sand cares. Palomides has been telling me 
^Biiis adventures. . . . 



^r Ah! 

ABLAMOKE. 

He has not done what he would ; young 
people have no will any more. — He astonishes 
me. I had chosen him among a thousand for 
my daughter. He should have had a soul as 
deep as hers. — He has done nothing which 
may not be excusable, but I had hoped more. 

I. . What do you say of him ? 



Who? 

ABLAMORE. 

Palomides ? 



I have only seen him one evening. . . . 

ABLAMORE. 

He astonishes me, — Everything has suc- 
ceeded with him till now. He would under- 
take a thing and accomplish it without a word. 
■ — He would get out of danger without an effort, 
while others could not open a door without 
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tains boils horribly between the walls before it 
goes hurling itself into the sea. It roars there 
always ; but the quays are so high you hardly 
notice it. It is the most deserted wing of the 
palace. But on this side the forest is more 
beautiful, more ancient, and greater than any 
you have seen. It is full of unusual trees and 
flowers that have sprung up of themselves. 
Will you come? 

ALLADINE. 

I do not know. ... I am afraid of the 
roaring water. 

PALOMIDES. 

Come, come ; it roars without reason. Look 
at your lamb ; he looks at me as if he wished 
to come, . . . Come, come. . ■ . 



Don't call him. . . . He will get away. 

PALOMIDES. 

Come, come. 

[The lamb escapes from Alladine's hands, and 
comes leaping toward Falomides, but slips 
on the inclined plane of the drawbridge 
goes rolling into Che moal:,] 

ALLADINE. 

What has he done? — Where is he? 

PALOMIDES. 

He slipped. He is struggling in the heart of 
the eddy. Do not look at him ; there is noth* 
ing to be done. ... 



Aliadine and Palomides. 



ALLADING. 

You arc going to save him? 

PALOMIDES. 

Save him? But look! he is already in the 
linnel. One moment more, and he will be 
Dder the vaults ; and God himself will never 
w him more. . . . 

ALLADINE. 

Go away 1 Go away I 

PALOMIDES. 

What is the matter? 

ALLADINE. 

Go away ! — 1 do not want to see you any 
lorei . . . 

[Ablamare enters predpitalely, seues Aliadine, 
and draws her away brusquely wilboot 
speaking,] 



ABLAMORE. 

You see, Aliadine, my hands do not tremblci 
my heart beats like a sleeping child's, and my 
voice has not once been stirred with wrath. I 
bear no ill-will to Palomides, although what he 
has done might seem unpardonable. And as 
r thee, who could bear thee ill-will? You 
;>ey laws you do not know, and you could not 
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act otherwise. I will not speak to you of what 
took place the other day along the palace moata, 
nor of all the unforeseen death of the lamb 
might have revealed to me, had I believed in 
omens for an instant. But last night I 
prised the kiss you gave each other under the 
windows of Astolaine. At that moment I was 
with her in her room. She has a soul that 
fears so much to trouble, with a tear or with a, 
simple movement of her eyelids, the happiness 
of those about her, that I shall never know if' 
she, as I, surprised that wretched kiss. But I 
know what she has the power to suffer. I shall 
not ask you anything you cannot avow to mc, 
but 1 would know if you had any secret desiga 
in following Palomides under the window where 
you must have seen us. Answer me without 
fear; you know beforehand 1 will pardon 
everything. 

ALLADINE. 

I did not kiss him. 

ABUMORE. 

What? You did not kiss Palomides, and 
Palomides did not kiss you ? 



ABLAMORE. 

Ah I . . . listen : I came here to forgive yoil 
everything. ... I thought you had acted 
we almost all act, without aught of our soul 
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tervening. . . . But now X will know all that ^M 

passed. . . . Vou love Palomides, and you have H 

kissed him under my eyes. . . . ^H 

ASLAMORE. ^^^^H 



Don't go away. I am only an old man. 
not flee. , . . 



»I am not fleeing. 
ABLAHORE. 
Ah ! ah ! You do not flee, because you 
think my old hands hannless ! They have yel 
the strength to tear a secret out in spite of all, 
[^ffe seises her arms,'] And they could wrestl( 
with all those you prefer. . . . \_He twists her 
arms behind her heaii.'] Ah ! you will not 
speak ! , . . There will yet come a time when 
all your soul shall spirt out like a clear spring, 

rrwoe. . . . 
ALLADINE. 
No, no ! 

ABLAMORE. 

Again,. . . wearenotat the end, the journey 
is very long — and naked truth is hid among 
the rocks. . . . Will she come forth? ... I 
see her gestures in your eyes already, and her 
cool breath will lave my visage soon. ... Ah I 
... All ■■dine ! Alladine 1 . , . \_Iie releases her 
wddenlyy^ I heard your bones cry out IiVp 
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little children. ... I have not hurt you? . 
Do not stay thus, upon your knees before mft 
... It is I who go down on my knees, [A!i 
does as he says^ I am a wretch, . , , You 
must have pity. ... It is not for myself alone 
I pray. ... I have only one poor daughter. 
... All the rest are dead. ... I had seven 
of them about me. . . . They were fair and full 
of happiness ; and I saw them no more. . . . 
The only one left to me is going to die, too. 
. . . She did not love life. . . . But one day 
she encountered something she no longer looked 
for, and I saw she had lost the desire to die. 
... I do not ask a thing impossible. . . . 

[Alladine weeps and makes no answer. 



SCEM£ rV. — The apartment of Astolaine, 
AsioLAiNE and Paiomides discovered. 

PALOMIDES. 

Astolaine, when I met you several moatha 
ago by chance, it seemed to me that I 
found at last what I had sought for during manj? 
years. . . . Till you, I did not know all that 
the ever tenderer goodness and complete sim- 
plicity of a high soul might be. I was so deeply 
stirred by it that it seemed to me the first time 
I had met a human being, Vou would have 
said that I had lived till then in a closed cham- 
ber which you opened for me ; and all at once 
I knew what must be the soul of other men and 
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what mine might become. , . . Since then, 
I have known you further. I have seen you 
act, and others too have taught me all that you 
liave been. 

There have been evenings when I quitted 
you without a word, and went to weep for won- 
der in a corner of the palace, because you had 
simply raised your eyes, made a little uncon- 
scious gesture, or smiled for no apparent cause, 
yet at t!ie moment when all the souls about you 
asked it and would be satisfied, Thece is but 
you who know these moments, because you are, 
it seems, the soul of all, and I do not believe 
those who have not drawn near you can know 
what true life is. To-day I come to say all this 
to you, because I feel that I shall never be 
he whom I hoped once to become. ... A 
chance has come — or haply I myself have 
come ; for you can never tell if you have made 
a movement of yourself, or if it be chance that 
has met with you — a chance has come, which 
has opened ray eyes, just as we were about to 
make each other unhappy ; and I have recog- 
nized there must be something more incompre- 
hensible than the beauty of the most beautiful 
soul or the most beautiful face; and mightier, 
too, since I must needs obey it. ... I do not 
know if you have understood me. If you 
understand, have pity on me. ... I have said 
to myself all that could be said. ... I know 
what I shall lose, for I know her soul is a child's 
soul, a poor sttengthless child's, beside yours, 

1 yet I cannot resist it. . . . 
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ASTOLUNE. 

Do not weep. ... I know too that one doe* 
not do what one would do . . . nor was I igno- 
rant that you would come, . , . There must 
indeed be laws mightier than those of our soulSj 
of which we always speak. . . . [_Kissing him' 
abruptly\ . — But I love thee the more, my poor 
Palomides. 

PALOMIDES. 

I love thee, too , . . mote than her I love. 
. . . Thou weepest, as I do ? 



They are little tears. ... Do not be sad for 
them. ... I weep so, because I am woman, 
but they say our tears are not painful, , . 
You see I can dry them already, ... I kneWi 
well what it was. ... I waited for the waken^ 
ing. ... It has come, and I can breathe i 
less disquietude, being no longer happy. . 
There ! . . . We must see clearly now for you 
and her. For I believe my father already h 
suspicions. \Exeti> 



ACT THIRD. 



I 



^ 



Scene I, — A room in the palace. Ablamore 
discovered. Actolaine stands on the step of 
a ka^-open door at the back of the hall. 

ASTOLAINE. 

Father, I have come because a voice that I 
no longer can resist, commands me to. I told 
you all that happened in my soul when I met 
Palomides, He was not like other men. . . . 
To-day I come to ask your help , , . for I do 
not know what should be said to him, . . . 
I have become aware I cannot love him. . . . 
He has remained the same, and I alone have 
changed, or have not understood, . , , And 
since it is impossible for me to love, as I have 
dreamed of love, him I had chosen among 
all, it must be that my heart is shut to these 
things. ... I know it to-day, ... I shall look 
no more toward love ; and you will see me 
living on about you without sadness and with- 
out unrest. ... I feel that I am going to be 
happy. . . . 

ABLAMORE. 

Come hither, Astolaine. It is not so that 
you were wont to speak in the old days to 
your father. Vou wail there, on the threshold 
of a door hardly ajar, as if you were ready to 
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flee ; and with your hand upon the key, as if you 
would close from me forever the secret of your 
litart. You know quite well I have not under- 
stooil what you have just said, and that words 
have no sense when souls arc not within reach 
of eacii other. Draw nearer still, and speak no 
more to mc. [Astwlaine approaches ilinoiy,'\ 
There is a moment when souls touch each 
other, and kuow all without need that one 
should move the lips. Draw nearer. , . , They 
do not reach each other ytl, and their radiance 
is so slight about us 1 . . . [Astolaise slt>ps.'\ 
Thou daresi not ? — Thou knowest too how far 
one can go? — II is I who must. . . . \He 
appro>uh€s Ast^laine vi'tk simr steps, lhen\ 
sh'ps and looks long at htr.'\ I see thee^ 
Astolaine, . . . 

ASTOLAISE. 

Father 1 . . . \SAe sois as ike kisses the old 



You see well ii 



s useless, . 



Scene II. — A ehamberin the palace. 
Enter Alladink and Palouides. 

P.UOUIDIS. 

—iD be ready to-morrow. We caonot 
r. He prowls like a madman through 
i)ts of the palace ; I met him even 
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now. He looked at me without a word. I 
passed ; and as I turned, I saw him slyly laugh, 
shaking his keys. When he perceived that I 
was looking at him, lie smiled at me, making 
signs of friendship. He must have some secret 
project, and we are in the hands of a master 
whose reason begins to totter, . . . To-roorrow 
we shall be far away. . , . Yonder there are 
wonderful countries that resemble thine. . . . 
Astolaine has already provided for our flight 
and for my sisters', . . . 



t 



What has she said ? 



PALOiUDES. 



Nothing, nothing. ■ . . You will see every- 
thing about my father's castle, — after days of 
sea and days of forests — you will see lakes and 
mountains . . . not like these, under a sky that 
looks like the vault of a cave, with black trees 
that the storms destroy . . , but a sky beneath 
which there isnothing more to fear, — forests that 
are always awake, flowers that do not close. . . . 



She wept? 



PALOMIDES, 



r What are you asking? . . . There is something 

there of which we have no right to speak, do you 

understand? . . . There is a life there that does 

not belong to our poor life, and which love has 

) right to approach except in silence, . . . We 
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are here, like two beggars in rags, when I' 
think of it. .. Go ! go ! ... I could tell yoii 

things. . . . 

ALLADINE. 

Palomides ! . . . What is the matter? 

FALOMIDES. 

Go I go ! ... I have seen tears that came 
from farther than the eyes. . . . There is some- 
thing else. ... It may be, nevertheless, that 
we are right . . . but how I regret being right 
so, my God 1 ... Go I ... I will tell you to- 
morrow . . . to-morrow . . . to-morrow. , 

[^£xeuni severally. 



Scene III, — A corridor before the apartment 
^Alladine, infer Astolame and the Ss- 
TEBs OF Palomides. 

ASTOLAINE. 

The horses wait in the forest, but Palomides 
will not flee; and yet your lives and his arfr 
in danger. I do not know my poor father 
any longer. He has a fixed idea that troubles 
his reason. This is the third day I have fol- 
lowed him step by step, hiding myself behind 
the pillars and the walls, for he suffers no one 
to companion him. To-day, as the other days, 
and from the first gleams of the morning he 
has gone wandering through the corridors and 
halls of the palace, and along the moats and. 
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ramparts, shaking the great golden keys he has 
had made and singing at the top of his voice the 
strange song whose refrain, Go follow what 
your eyes have seen, has perhaps pierced even 
to the depths of your chambers. I have con- 
cealed from you till now all that has come to 
pass, because such things must not be spoken 
of without reason. He must have shut up 
Alladine ia this apartment, but no one knows 
what he has done with her. I have listened at 
the doors every night and whenever he has been 
away a moment, but I have never heard any 
noise in the room. ... Do you hear anything? 

ONE OF THE SISTERS OF PALOMIDES. 

No ; I hear only the murmur of the air pass- 
ing through the little chinks of the wood. . . , 



It seems to me, when I listen hard, that I 
hear the great pendulum of the clock. 

A THIRD SISTER, 

But what is this little Alladine, then, and why 
^^oes he bear such ill-will to her? 

^h ASTOLAtNE. 

^P It is a little Greek slave that came from the 
^■fceart of Arcady. ... He bears her no ill-will, 
but ... Do you hear? — It is my father. . . . 
[Singing heard in the distance.'} Hide your- 
selves behind the pillars, . . He will have no 
~^" i pass by this corridor. — \_2hey hide.^ 
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Enter AblamorEj singing and shaking a bun^h 
of great keys. 

ABLAMORE {slngS). 

Misfortune had three golden keys, 
— He has no rescue for the Quecnl — 
Misfortune had Ihree golden keys. 
Go follow what your eyes have seen^ 

[Sits dejected on a bench, beside the door of 
Alladme's apartment, bums a liltle while 
longer, and soon goes to sleep, his 
hanging down and his head fallen.] 



ASTOLAINE. 

Come, come ! make no noise. He has fal- 
len asleep on the bench. — Oh, my poor old 
father! How white bis hair has grown during, 
these days I He is so weak, he is so unhappy, 
that sleep itself no longer brings him peace. 
It is three whole days now since I have dared to 
look upon his face. . , . 

ONE OF THE SISTERS OF PALOMIDES. 

He sleeps profoundly. . . . 



He sleeps profoundly, but you can see hi* 
soul has no rest. . . . The sunlight here will vex 
his eyelids. ... I am going to draw his cloak 
over his face. . . , 
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ANOTHER SISTER. 




No, no; do not touch it. . . . He 
wake with a start. . . . 


might 




ASrOLAINE. 




Some one is coining m the corridor. 
come ! put yourselves before him. . . 
him. ... A stranger must not see him 
state. . . . 


Come, 
Hide 
in this 




A SISTER OF PALOMIDES. 




It is 


Palomides, . . . 

ASTOLAINE. 




I am going to cover his poor eyes. . . . [^S/ie M 
eovers Abiamore's/o«.] — I would not have Pa- 1 
lomides see him thus. ... He is too miserable. | 




Enter PALOmoES. 


1 




PALOMIDES. 


J 


What is the matter? 


H 




ONE OF THE SISTERS. 


^V 


He has fallen asleep on the bench. 


^ 




PALOMIDES. 


1 


I have followed him without his 
me. ... He said nothing? . . . 


- J 




AFTOUINE. 


1 


No, 


but see all he has suffered. . . 


J 
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PALOMIDES. 

Has he the keys? 

ANOTHER SISTER. 

He holds ±em in his hand. , . 



I am going to take them. 



What are you going to do? Oh, do not 
wake him ! . . . For three nights now he has 
wandered through the palace. . . . 

PALOMTOES. 

I will open his hand a little without his notic- 
ing it, . . . We have no right to wait any 
longer. . . . God knows what he has done. 
... He will forgive ns when he has his reason 
back. . . . Oh ! oh ! his hand has no strength 
any more. . . . 

ASTOLAINE. 

Take care 1 Take care ! 



I have the keys. — Which is it? I am gaiag 
to open the room. 

ONE OF THE SBTEBS. 

Oh, I am afraid ! ... Do not open it at: 
once. . . . Palomides ! . . . 
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PALOMIDES. 

Stay here. ... I do not know what I shall 
I find. . . . 

\ffegoes to the door, opens it, ami enters the 
apartment. 

ASTOLAINE. 

Is she there? 

PALOMIDES ((M tke apartment), 
I cannot see, , . . The shutters are closed. . . . 

ASTOLAINE. 

Have a care, Paiomides. . . . Wilt thou that 
J go first? . . . Thy voice is trembling, . . . 

PALOMIDES ((>/ the apartmeni) . 
No, DO. ... I see a ray of sunlight falling 
h the chinks of the shutters, 

ONE OF THE SISTERS. 

; it is broad day out of doors. 



\^Rushing headlong from tke roam.'] Come ! 
^me I ... I think she . , . 

ASTOLAINE. 

Thou hast seen her? . . . 

PALOMIDBS. 

: is stretched out on the bed 1 . . , She 
I not stir 1 ... t do not think she . . . 
^mel Come! [_7'hey all go into tke room. 
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ASTOLAINE AND THE SISTERS OF PALOMIDES. 

[/« the room.'] She is here. ... No, no, 
she is not dead. . . . AUadiDe ! Alladine I . . , 
Oh ! oh ! The poor child ! ... Do not cry 
out so. . . . She has fainted. , , . Her hair is 
tied across her mouth. , . . And her hands are 
bound behind her back. . . , They are bound 
with the help of her hair. . . . Alladine ! Alla- 
dine ! . . , Fetch some water. . . . 

[^Ablamore, who has waked, appears on the 
step of the door. 



There is my father ! . . . 

ABLAMORE {goillg tO PALOMIDES). 

Was it you who opened the door of the room ? 

P.-VLOMIDES. 

Yes, it was I. ... I did it — well, then? 
— well, then? ... I could not let her die 
under my eyes. . , . See what you have done. 
Alladine ! . . . Fear nothing. . . . She opens 
her eyes a little. ... I will not . . . 

ABLAMORE. 

Do not cry out. ... Do not cry out so. . . . 
Come, we wiil open the shutters. . . . Yon can- 
not see here, Alladine ! . . . She is already 
sitting up. Alladine, come too. ... Do you 
see, my children, it is dark in the room. It is 
as datic here as if we were a thousand feet under 
the ground. But I open one of the shutters, 
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and behold ! All the light of the sky and the 
sun ! ... It does not need much effort ; the 
light is foil of good- will. . . . It suffices that 
one call it; it always obeys. . . . Have you 
seen the river with its little islands between the 
meadows in flower? . . . The sky is a crystal 
ring to-day. • . . Alladine ! Palomides, come 
see. . . . Draw both of you near Paradise. . . . 
You must kiss each other in the new light. . . . 
I bear you no ill-will. You did what was 
ordained ; and so did I. . . . Lean out a mo- 
ment from the open window, and look once 
more at the sweet green things. . . . 

[^A silence. He closes the shutter without 
a word. 
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ACT FOURTH. 

Vast subterranean crypts. Alladine and 

Palomides. 

pau)mides. 

They have bound my eyes with bands ; they 
have tied my hands with cords. 

ALLADINE. 

They have tied my hands with cords ; they 
have bound my eyes with bands. • . • I think 
my hands are bleeding. • . . 

PALOMIDES. 

Wait. To-day I bless my strength. ... I 
feel the knots beginning to give way. . . . One 
struggle more, and let my fists burst ! One 
struggle more ! I have my hands 1 [^Tearing 
away the bandage^ And my eyes 1 . . • 

ALLADINE. 

You see now? 

PALOMIDES. 

Yes. 

ALLADINE. 

Where are we? 
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PAL0UIDE3. 

Where are you ? 

ALLADINE. 

Here ; can you not see me? 



■ My eyes weep still where the band has left 
its trace. . . . We are not in darkness. . . . 
Is it you I hear toward where I can just see? 

ALLADINE. 

I am here ; come. 

PALOMIDES. 

You are at the edge of that which gives us light, 
Do not stir ; I cannot see all that there is about 
you. My eyes have not forgot the band^^e yci. 
They bound it tight enough to burst my eyelids. 

ALLADINE. 

; the knots stifle me. I can wait no 






PALOMIDES. 

I hear only a voice coming out of the 
light. . . . 

ALLADINE. 

» Where are you? 
PALOMIDES. 
I have no idea myself. I walk still in dark- 
ss. . . . Speak again, that I may find you. 
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Vou seem to be on the edge of an unboundec 
light. . . . 

ALLADINE. 



PALOMIDES {^groping forward) . 
You are there? I thought you so far away h 
. . . My tears deceived me. I am here, ana 
I see you. Oh, your hands are wounded f 
They have bled upon your gown, and the knots- 
have entered into the flesh. I have no longer 
any weapons. They have taken away my pon- 
iard, I will tear them off. Wait 1 wait I 
have the knots. 

ALLADINE. 

Take off the bandage first that makes me 
blind. . . . 

PALOMmES. 

I cannot. . . . I do not see, . . . It seems to 
be surrounded by a net of golden threads, 

ALLADINE. 

My hands, then, my hands I 

PALOMIDES. 

They have taken silken cords. . . . Wait, 
the knots come undone. The cord has thirty 
turns. . . , There, there I — Oh, your hands 
are al! blood I . . . You would say they wen 
dead. . . . 
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ALLADINE. 

10 ! . . . They are alive 1 they are alive 1 

r hands I 
ides aboi 
pissionately.] 

PALOMIDES, 

L AUadlnel 

1 ALLADINE. 

f Falomides I 

PALOMIDES. 

f Alladine, Alladine I . . . 

ALLADINE. 

• I am happy ! . . . I have waited a ! 

PALOMIDES. 

I I was afraid to come. . . . 

ALLADDH:. 

. . and I would that I could 

PALo^^DES. 

[ They have tied down the bandage like a 
-Do not turn round; I have 
uid the golden threads. 



1 1 aiQ happy . 
e thee. . . . 



I Yes, yes, I will turn round. ■ . . 

[She lums about, to kiss Aim again. 



38 AUadine and Falomides. 

PALOMIDES, 

Have a care. Do not stir. I am afraid 0/ 

wounding thee. . . . 



Tear it away 1 Fear nothing. I can bear 
no more 1 . . . 



I would see thee too. 

ALLADINE. 



Tear it away I Tear it away 1 I am no 
longer within reach of woe ! . , . Tear it away I 
. . . Thou dost not know that one could wish 
to die. , , . Where are we? 



Thou 'It see, thou 'It see. ... It is innumer- 
able crypts . . . great blue halls, gleaming pil- 
lars, and deep vaults. . . . 

ALIADIHE. 

Why dost thou answer when I question thee? 

PALOUIDES. 

What natter where we be, if we be but 
together? . . . 

ALIADINE. 

Thou lovcst me less already? 
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Why, what ails thee ? 



r 

^H I knotr well where I am when I am on thy 
^V^heait. . . . Oh, tear the bandage ofTI . . . I 
would not enter blind into ihy soul. . , . What 
doest thou, Palomides? Thou dost not laugh 
when I laugh. Thou dost not weep when I 
weep. Thou dost not clap thy hands when 
1 clap mine ; and thou trerablest not when I 
speak trembling to the bottom of my soul. . . . 
The band I The band I ... I will see !.. . 

I There, there, above my hair 1 . . . [S/ic tears 
'mway the bandage^ Oh ! . . . 
Se< 
Ue 



Seest thou ? 



Yea. ... I see thee only. . . , 

PALOMIDES. 

What is it, Alladine? Thou kissest me as if 
ibou weit already sad. . . . 

I ALUDINE. 

p Where are we? 

' PALOMIDES. 

Why dost thou ask so sadly? 

ALLAQINB. 

No, I am not sad ; but my eyes will hardly 
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PALOMIDES. 

One would say your joy had fallen on 
lips like a child at the threshold; of the house. 
. . . Do not turn away. ... I fear lest yoa 
' should flee, and I fear lest I dream. , . . 

ALLADINE. 

Where are we? 



We are in crypts that I have never seen. 
Doth it not seem to thee the light increases? 
When I unclosed my eyes, 1 could distinguish 
nothing ; now little by little it is all revealed. 
I have been often told of wondrous caverns 
whereon the balls of Ablamore were built. It 
must be these. No one descends here ever; 
and the king only has the keys. I knew the 
sea flooded the lowest vaults ; and it is proba- 
bly the reflex of the sea which thus illumines 
us. , . . They thought to bury us in night 
They came down here with torches and f 
beaus and saw the darkness only, while the 
light came out to meet us, seeing we had none. 
... It brightens without ceasing. ... I am 
sure the dawn pierces the ocean and sends 
down to us through all its greening waves the 
purcstof its child-soul. . , . 

ALLADINE. 

7W long have we been here? 



Ailadinc arieTFalomides. 



PALOMIDES. 



^H I have no idea. ... I made no effort till I 
^Wlieard thee speak. . . . 

^H ALLADINE. 

^1 I do not knov how this took place. I was 
asleep in the room where thou didst find me ; 
and when I waked, my eyes were bound across, 
and both my hajids were pinioned in my 

t girdle. . . . 
PALOMDES. 
I too was sleeping. I heard nothing, and 
I had a band across my eyes ere I could open 
them. I struggled in the darkness ; but they 
were stronger than I. ... I must have passed 
under deep vaults, for I felt the cold fall on 
my shoulders ; and I went down so far I could 
not count the steps. . . . Did no one speak 
to thee? 

ALLADINE. 

; no one spoke. I heard some one weep- 
g as he walked ; and then I fainted. . . . 

PALOMIDES {kissing her). 
Alladtne 1 

ALLADINE. 

How gravely thou dost kiss me t . , . 

PALOMIDES. 

Close not thine eyes when I do kiss thee 
. I would see the kisses trembling \a 
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ihy heart, and all the dew that rises in thy 
soul. . . . We shall not find such kisses any 
more. . . . 

ALLADINE. 

Always, always I 

PALOMIDES. 

No, no ; there is no kissing twice upon the 
heait of death. . . . How fair thou art so 1 . 
It is the first time I have seen thee near. . 
It is strange, we think that we have seen each 
other because we have gone by two steps apart ; 
but everything changes the moment the Ups 
touch. . . . There, thou must be let to have thy 
will. . . . I stretch my arms wide to admire thee, 
as if thou wert no longer mine ; and then I 
draw them nearer till I touch thy kisses and 
perceive only eternal bliss. . . . There needed 
us this supernatural light I . . . \He kisses hef 
again^ Ah I What hast thou done? Take 
care I we are upon a crest of rock that over- 
hangs the water that gives us light. Do not 
step back. It was time. ... Do not turn too 
abrupdy. I was dazzled. . . . 



\Tuming and looking at the Hue water that 
iliuptinaUs /hem.'] Oh I ... 

PALOMIDES. 

It is as if the sky had flowed hither. . . . 



IT 
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It is full of moveless flowers. . 



r 

^^M It is fiill of moveless ftoweis and strange. . , . 

^^K Hast thou seen the largest there that blooms 
beneath the others? It seems to live a 
cadenced life. . . . And the water ... Is it 
water? ... It seems more beautiful, more 

I pure, more blue than all the water in the 
world. . . . 
ALLADINE. 



I dare not look upon it longer. 



PALOMIDES. 



See how about us all is luminous. . . . The 
light dares hesitate no longer, and we kiss each 
other in the vestibules of heaven. . . . Seest 
thou the precious stones that gem the vaults, 
dnmken with life, that seem to smile on us ; 
and the thousands and thousands of glowing 
blue roses that chmb along the pillars? . . . 

ALLADINE. 

Oh I ... I heard ! . . . 

FALOMIDBS. 

What? 

ALLADINS. 

Some one striking the rocks. . « ■ 
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PAUUflDES. 



No, no; it is the golden gates of a new 
Paradise, thai open in our souls and sing upon 
their hinges 1 . . . 



listen . . . again, again ! . . . 
PALOMIDES {wiA vtnee suddenfy changed). 
Yes ; it is there. ... It is at the bottom of 
the bluest vaults. . . . 



They are coming to. . . . 



H I hear the sound of iron on the rock. . . . 

H They have walled up the door or cannot open 

H it. ... It is the picks grating against the stone. 

^^ . . . His soul lias told him we were happy. . . . 

^H [A rilencc ; (hen a, stone is detached at the very 

^M end of the vault, and a ray of daylight breaks 



PALOMIDES. 

It is another light. . . . 

[Motionless and anxious, they watch other 
stones detach theniseWes slowly in an insuf- 
ferable light, and fall one by one ; while the 
light, entering in more and more resistless 
floods, reveals to Ihem little by little the 
gloom of the cavem they had thought n 
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vcUous. The miiaculous lake becomes wan 
and sinisler ; the precious stones about them 
are eilinguished, and Ihe glowing roses ap- 
pear as the stains and rotten rubbish that they 
are. At last, the whole aide of rock falls 
abruptly into the ctypt. The sunlight enters, 
dazzling. Calls and songs are heard with- 
out. Alladine and Palotnides tecoiL] 

PALOMIDES. 

Where are we? 

ALLADWE {embracing him). 
I love thee still, Paloraides. . . . 



I love thee too, my Alladine. , . 

ALLADINE. 

They come. . . . 

PALoancEs. 

\_Lo0king behind him as they still recoil^ 
ave a care. . . . 

ALLADDIE. 

No, DO ; have no more care, . . . 
PALOMIDES {looking at her), 
Alladine? 

Yes. 



[Thej; still recoil before the invasion of light o 
peril, until they lose their footing ; and the; 
bill and disappear behind the rock tt 



hangs the underground and now gloomy 
water. — A silence. Aslolaine and the si — 
of Palomides enter Ibe crypt.] 
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ASTOLAINE. 

Where are they? 

ONE OF THE SISTERS OF PALOMIDES. 

Palomides ! . • • 

ASTOLAINE. 

Alladine ! AUadine 1 . . • 

ANOTHER SISTER. 

Palomides ! • . . It is we 1 • • • 

THIRD SISTER. 

Fear nothing ; we are alone ! • • • 

ASTOLAINE. 

Come ! come ! we have come to rescue 
you! . . . 

FOURTH SISTER. 

Ablamore has fled. • . . 

FIFTH SISTER. 

He is no longer in the palace. • • • 

SIXTH SISTER. 

They do not answer. • • • 

ASTOLAINE. 

I heard the water stirred I • • • This way, 
this way! 

[^They run to the rock that overlooks the 
underground water^ 
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ONE OF THE SISTERS. 

They are there 1 . • • 

ANOTHER SISTER. 

Yes, yes ; at the very bottom of the black 
water. • • • They embrace. 

THIRD SISTER. 

They are dead. 

FOURTH SISTER. 

No, no ; they are alive ! they are alive I • • • 

occ. • • • 

THE OTHER SISTERS. 

Help ! help ! ... Call !.. . 

ASTOLAINE. 

They make no effort to save themselves ! • • • 
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ACT FIFTH. 



1 



[A corridor, ao long that its furthest arches 
seem to lose themselves in a kind of indoor 
horizon. The sisters of Palomides wait be- 
fore one of the innumenble closed doors 
that open into this corridor. They seem to 
he guarding it. A little further down, on the 
opposite side, Asiolaine and the Physician 
converse before another door, also closed.] 

ASrOLAINE. 

[^To the Physician^ Nothing has ever hap- 
pened until now in this palace, where all things 
have seemed to be asleep since my sisters died ; 
and my poor old father, pursued by a strange 
restlessness, has fretted without reason at this 
calm, which seems, for all that, the least dan- 
gerous form of happiness. Some time ago, — 
his reason beginning to totter even then, — he 
went up to the top of a high tower ; and as he 
stretched his arms out timidly toward the forests 
and toward the sea, he said to me — smiling a 
little fearfully at his words, as if to disarm my 
incredulous smile — that he called about us 
events which had long been hidden beneath 
the horizon. They have come, alas I sooner 
and more in number than he expected, and a 
few days have sufficed for them to reign in his 
stead. He has been their first victim. He fled 
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to the meadows, singing, all in tears, the even- 
ing when he had little Alladine and luckless 
Palomides taken down into the crypts. He has 
not since been seen. I have had search made 
'erywhere throughout the country and even on 
le sea. He has not been found. At least, I 
had hoped to save those he made suffer unwit- 
tingly, for he has always been the tenderest of 
men and the best of fathers ; but there, too, I 
think I came too late. I do not know what 
happened. They have not spoken yet. They 
doubtless must have thought, hearing the sound 
of the iron and seeing all at once the light 
again, that my father had regretted the kind of 
surcease he had granted them, and that some 
one came to bring them death. Or else they 
slipped as they drew back, upon the rock that 
overhangs the lake; and so must have fallen 
through heedlessness. But the water is not 
deep in that spot, and we succeeded in saving 
them without ditSculty. To-day it is you alone 
'ho can do the rest. 

[The Sisters of Palomides have drawn 
nearer. 

THE PHYSICIAN. 

They are both ailing with the same disease, 
and it is 3 disease I do not know. — But I have 
little hope left. They were seized perhaps with' 
the cold of the underground waters; or else 
those waters may be poisonous. The decom- 
posed body of Alladine's lamb was fcuind there. 
^ — I will come back to-night. — Meahwhile they 



t 
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must have silence. . , . The level of life is very 
low in their hearts. ... Do not go into their 
rooms and do not speak to them, for the least 
word, in the state they are in, might cause their 
death. . . . They must succeed in forgetting 
one another. \_Exit. 

ONE OF THE SISTERS OF FALOMIDES. 

I see that he will die. 

ASrOLAIKE. 

No, no. . ■ . Do not weep ; . . . one does 
not die so, at his age. . . . 

ANOTHER SISTER. 

But why is your father angry without reasott 
at my poor brother > 

THIRD SISTER. 

I think your father loved Alladine. 



Do not speak so of it. . . . He thought E 
suffered. He thought to have done good, and 
he did evil unwittingly. . . . That often hap- 
pens to us. . . . It is my fault, perhaps. . ■ . 
I recall it to-day. , . . One night I was asleep. 
I was weeping in a dream. . . . We have little 
courage when we dream. I waked. ... He 
was beside my bed, looking at me. . . . Per- 
haps he was deceived. . , . 
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I SISTER (running). 
. Alladine has stined a little in hei room. , . . 

AfrOLAINE. 

Go to the door . . . listen. . . . Feihaps It 
le nurse rising. , , . 

FlTTH SISTER {listening at the door). 

no; I hear the nurse walking. . . . 
%ere is another noise. 

SIXTH SISTER {aUo running). 
I think Palomides has moved too ; I hear the 
muT of a voice seeking. . . . 

THE VOICH OF ALLADINE. 

I \_Very feebtf, within ike room.'\ Palomi- 



ONE OF THE SISTERS. 

She is calling him 1 . . . 

ASrOLAINE. 

Let us be careful 1 . . ■ Go, go in ft 
the door, that Palomides may not hear. 

I' ALLADINE. 



THE VOICE f 

I Falomidesl 



ASrOLAINZ. 



I My God! My God! Silence that voice ! 
'Uomides will die of it if he bear it ! . . . 
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THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

[Veryftebly^ widun ike oiktr raomJ] Aila- 
dine 1 • . • 

ONE OF THE SISTERS. 

He answers ! . • • 

ASPOLAINE. 

Three among you remain here . • • and we 
will go to the other door. Come, come quickly. 
We will surround them. We will try to defei^ 
them. . . . Lie back against the doors. . . . 
Perhaps they will hear no longer. . • . 

ONE OF THE SISTERS. 

I shall go into Alladine*s room. . • • 

SECOSD SISTER. 

Yes» 3res ; pre\*ent her from crying oat again. 

THIRD SETTER. 

She is already cause of all this eviL • . • 

ASPOLAINE. 

Do not go in, or I go in to Psaloinides. . . . 
She also had a right to life ; and she has done 
nought but to hve. . . . But that we caimot 
stitie in their passage their deadly words ! . . . 
We are withcmt help, my poor sisteis» mj poor 
sisters^ and haiKls cannot stop souk I « • • 

THE VOICE OF ALUUDINE. 

Palomides» is it thou? 
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THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Where art thou, AUadine ? 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

Is it thou whom I hear fai from me making 
loan? 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Is it thou whom I hear calling, and see thee 
Ot? 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

One would believe thy voice had lost the last 
fhope. . . . 

THE VOICE OF PALOMTOES. 

One would believe that thine had crossed the 
inds of death. . . . 



J 



It goes hard with thy voice to pierce into my 
Dom. . . . 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

And I no longer hear thy voice as of old 
tne. 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

I have been woe for thee ! . , . 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

They have divided us, but I do love thee 
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THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

I have been woe for thee. . . . Art thou still 
suffering ? 

THE VOICE O? PALOMIDES. 

No ; I no longer suffer, but I fain would see 
thee. . . . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE, 

We shall not see each other more ; the doois 
are shut. . . . 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Thy voice would make one say thou lovedst 
me no more. . , . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

Ves, yes ; I love thee still, but it is mournful 
now. . . . 

THS VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Whither is thy face turned? I hardly under- 
stand thee. . . . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

We seem to be an hundred leagues fiom one 
another, . . . 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

vain; my spirit is too 



1 



I try to rise 
hesvy. . . . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

I too would come, — I too, — but still my 
head Ms back. . . . 
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THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Thou seemest almost to speak in tears despite 
I thyself. . . . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE, 

No ; I wept long ago ; it is no longer tears. 

THE VOICE OF PALOUIDES. 

There 's something in thy thoughts thou dost 
lot tell me of. . . . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

They were not precious stones. . . . 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 
And the flowers were not real. . . . 



ONE OP THE SISTERS OF PALOhODES. 



Theyr; 



ASrOLAINE. 



No, no ; they know what they are saying. . 



THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

It was the light, that had no pity on u 



THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Where goest thou, Alladine? Thou 'rt being 
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THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

I have no more regret to lose the light o' the 
sun. • • • 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Yes, yes; we shall behold the sweet green 
things again ! . . . 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

I have lost desire to live. . . . 

[^A stienc€ ; then more and morefainUy : ] 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES, 

AUadine ! • • • 

THE VOICE OF ALLADINE. 

Palomides ! . . • 

THE VOICE OF PALOMIDES. 

Alia . . . dine ! . . . 

[A silence. — Astolaine and the sister? of Pa- 
lomides listen, in anguish. Then the nurse 
opens, from the inside^ the door of Palomides' 
room, appears on the sill, makes a sisn, and 
all enter the room. The door closes oehind 
them. A new silence. A little afterwards, 
the door of Alladine's room opens in its 
turn; the other nurse comes out in like 
manner, looks about in the corridor, and, 
seeing no one, re-enters the room, leaving the 
door wide open.] 

[Curtain.] 
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To Octave Mirbeau. 

In witness of deep friendship, 
admiration, and gratitude. 

M. M. 



Persons. 

Arkxl, Kif^ ofAUemonde, 

GeneviAvs, mother ofP&Uas and Golaud, 

PAllAas,) 

> grandsons of ArkS. 

GOLAUD, ) 
MtLISANDE. 

Little Yniold, son of Gclai4d(by afomur marriage), 
A Physician. 
The Porter. 
Servants^ Beggars^ ok* 
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ACT FIRST. 
Scene I. — The gate of the castle. 

MAIDSERVANTS (wtthifl). 

Open the gate ! Open the gate ! 

PORTER {within). 

Who is there? Why do you come and wake 
me up ? Go out by the little gates ; there are 
enough of them ! . . . 

A MAroSERVANT (withifl). 

We have come to wash the threshold, the 
gate, and the steps ; open, then ! open ! 

ANOTHER MAIDSERVANT (withitl). 

There are going to be great happenings ! 

THIRD MAIDSERVANT (withifl). 

There are going to be great fetes! Open 
quickly! . . . 
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THE MAlDSERVAtrre. 

Open I opcnl 

PORTER. 

Wait ! wait ! I do not know whether I shall 
be able to open it ; . . . it is never opened. 
Wait till it is light. . . . 



It is light enough irithout ; I see the sunlight 
through the chinks. . . . 



Here are the great keys. ... Oh I oh I how 
the bolts and the locks grate 1 . . . Help 
help me 1 . . . 

MAIDSERVANTS. 

We are pulling ; we are pulling. . . . 

SECOND MAIDSERVANT. 

It will not Open. . . . 



Ah t ah 1 It is opening ! it is opening slowly 

PORTER. 

How it shrieks ! how it shrieks 1 It will wake 
up everybody. . . . 



\_Appearing on the threshold^ Oh, ho 
light it is already out-of-doors I 
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FIRST MAIDSERVANT. 

f The sun is rising on the sea 1 

PORTER. 

bit is open. ... It is wide open 1 . , . 

[AU the maidservants appear on. the thresh- 
old and pass ever iV.} 

FIRST MAIDSERVANT. 

I am going to wash the sill first. . . . 

SECOND MAIDSERVANT. 

We shall never be able to clean all this. 

OTHER MAIDSERVANTS, 

Fetch the water ! fetch the water I 



Yes, yes ; pour on water ; pour on water ; pour 
on all the water of the Flood ! You will never 
to the end of it. . . . 






-A forest. MtusANDE diseovered at 
the brink of a spring. 



Enter GoLAtro. 

GOLAtn). 

I shall never be able to get out of this forest 
^ain. — God knows where that beast has led 
And yet I thought I had wounded him to 
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death ; and here are traces of blood. But non 
I have lost sight of him ; I believe I am los 
myself — my dogs can no longer find me — 
shall retrace my steps. ... — I hear weeping- 
. . . Oh ! oh ! what is there yonder by the 
water's edge? ... A little girl weeping by tbe 
water's edge ? \He coughs.'\ — She does not heal 
me. I cannot see her face. [He^jipftxti 
and loiuhe ' M^'i'j' Vnde on t he shoulde£.'\ Wh; 
weepest thou? [Mfc uSAHP E tremMeSt_siaxi*-upt 
andvj^Mid.fift j -^Tio not be afraid. You hai 
notKing to fear. Why are you weeping hei 
all alone? 

M^LISANDE. 

Do not touch me ! do not touch me 1 

GO LAUD. 

Do not be afraid. ... I will not do yoi 
any. . ■ . Oh, you are beautifiil 1 

M^USANDE. 

Do not touch me ! do not touch me 1 or 
throw myself in the water ! . . . 



I will not touch you, . . . See, I will si 
here, against the tree. Do not be afraid, 
any one hurt you? 



Oh I yea I 
/oundly.-] 



\_Sh£ sois pr 
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GOLAUD. 

Who has hurt you? 

Ml^XISANDE. 

Every one ! every one ! 

GOLAUD. 

What hurt have they done you? 

MiUSANDE. 

I will not tell I I cannot tell I • • • 

GOLAUD. 

Come; do not weep so. Whence come 
you? 

MiUSANDE. 

I have fled I . . . fled . . . fled. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

Yes j but whence have you fled? 

M^SANDE. 

I am lost I . . . lost ! . . . Oh ! oh ! lost 
here. ... I am not of this place. ... I was 
not bom there. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

Whence are you? Where were you bom? 

MiUSANDE. 

Oh ! oh ! far away from here 1 ... far away 
• • • lax aw^ay. ... 
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GOLAUD. 

What is it shining so at the bottom of the 
water? 

MtUSANDE. 

Where? — Ah ! it is the crown he gave me. 
It fell as I was weeping. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

A crown? — Who was it gave you a crown? 
— I will try to get it. . . . 

MilUSANDE. 

N0| no ; I will have no more of it ! I will 
have no more of it ! ... I had rather die . . . 
die at once. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

I could easily pull it out. The water is not 
very deep. 

MiUSANDE. 

I will have no more of it ! If you take it 
out, I throw myself in its place I . . . 

GOLAUD. 

No, no ; I will leave it there. It could be 
reached without difficulty, nevertheless. It 
seems very beautiful. — Is it bug since you 
fled? 

MELISANDE. 

Yes, yes ! . . . Who are you? 
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GOLAUD. 

I am Prince Golaud, — grandson of Arkel, the 
old King of Allemonde. . . . 

M^USANDE. 

Oh, you have gray hairs abready. . . • 

GOLAUD. 

Yes ; some, here, by the temples . . . 

M^USANDE. 

And in your beard, too. . . . Why do you 
look at me so? 

GOLAUD. 

I am looking at your eyes, t* Do you never 
shut your eyes? 

MiUSANDE. 

Oh, yes ; I shut them at night. . . • 

GOLAUD. 

Why do you look so astonished? 

M^USANDE. 

You are a giant? 

GOLAUD. 

I am a man like the rest. • • • 

MtuSANDE. 

Why have you come here? 
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GOIAUD. 



I do not know, myself. I was hunting in the 
forest. I was chasing a wild boar. I mistook 
the road. — You look very young. How old 
are you? 

MilUSANDE. 



• • 



I am beginning to be cold. 

GOIAUD. 

Will you come with me ! 

M^USANDE. 

No, no ; I will stay here. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

You cannot stay here all alone. You cannot 
stay here all night long. . . . What is your 
name? 

MiUSANDE. 

M^lisande. 

GOLAUD. 

You cannot stay here, M^lisande. Come 
with me. . • . 

MiuSANDE. 

I will stay here. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

You will be afraid, all alone. We do not 
know what there may be here ... all night 
long . . . aU alone ... it is impossible. Md- 
lisande, come, give me your hand. . • • 
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MJ^LISANDE. 

Oh, do not touch me I . . . 

GOIAUD, 

[!Po not scream. ... I will not touch you 
But come with me. The night will be 
Y dark and veiy cold. Come with me. . . . 

MiuSANDE. 

Where are you going? . . . 

COLAUD. 

I do not know. ... I am lost too. . . . 



. — A hall in the casile, Aekel a7id 
Genevieve discovered. 

GENEVliVE. 

Here is what he writes to his brother P^Uias ; 
" I found her all in tears one evening, beside a 
spring in the forest where I had lost myself. I 
do not know her age, nor who she is, nor whence 
she comes, and I dare not question her, for she 
must have had a sore fright ; and when yoti ask 
her what has happened to her, she falls at once 
. a-weeping like a child, and sobs so heavily you 
are a&aid. Jast as I found her by the springs, 
a crown of gold had slipped from her hair and 
'Jlen to the bottom of the water. She was 
, besides, like a princess, though her gar- 
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mcnts had been lorn by the briers. It is now 
six months since I married her and 1 know no 
more about it than on the day of our meeting. 
Meanwhile, dear PSll^as, thou whom I love 
mote than a brother, although we were not 
born of the same lather; meanwhile make 
ready for my return. ... I know my mother 
will willingly foi^ive roe. But I am afraid of 
the King, our venerable grandsire, I am afraid 
of Arki-I, in spite of nil his kindness, for I have 
undone by this strange marriage all his plans of 
Btste, and I fear the beauty of Melisande will 
not excuse my foUy to eyes so wise as his. If 
he consents nevertheless to receive her as he 
would receive his own daughter, the third night 
following this letter, light a lamp at the top of 
ihfi tower that overlooks the sea. I shall per- I 
ceive it from the bridge of our ship ; otherwise, 
I shall go far away again and come back d 
more. ..." What say you of it? 

ARKEL, 

Nothing. He has done what he probaU) 
must have done. I am very old, and,neverthe- 
less I have not yet seen clearly for one momeni 
into myself; how would you that I judge what 
others have done? I am not far from the 
tomb and do not succeed in judging myself, 
. . . One always mistakes when one does not 
close his eyes. That may seem strange to 
but that is all. He is past the age to marry and 
he weds, like a child, a little girl he finds by i 
-'Pring. . . . That may seem strange to tu^. 
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^V because we never see but the reverse of desti- 
^Hnies ... the reverse even of out own. . . . 
^^ He has always followed my counsels hilherio ; 
I had thought to make him happy in send- 
ing him to ask the hand of Princess Ursula. 
... He could not remain alone ; since the 
death of his wife he has been sad to be alone ; 
and that mairiage would have put an end to 
long wars and old hatreds, ... He would not 
have it so. Let it be as he would have it ; I 
have never put myself athwart a destiny ; and 
he knows better than I his future. There 
happen perhaps no useless events. ■ . . 

»GENEVlfeVE. 
He has always been so prudent, so grave and 
ao firm. . . . If it were P^ll^as, I should under- 
stand. , . . But he ... at his age. . . , Who 
is it he is going to introduce here? — An un- 
known found along the roads. , , . Since his 
wife's death, he has no longer lived for aught 
but his son, the little Vniold, and if he were 
about to marry again, it was because you had 
wished it. . . . And now ... a little girl in the 
forest. ... He has forgotten everything. . , . 
— What shall we do? . . . 

Enter PiixiAS. 



Who is coming in there ? 

GENEVlfcVE. 

It is PtUias. He has been weeping. 
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Is it thou, P^ll^as? — Come a little nearer, 
that I may see thee in the light. . . . 

PiLL^AS. 

Grandfather, I received another letter at the 
same lime as my brother's; a letter from my 
friend Marcellus. ... He is about to die and 
calls for me. He would see me before 
dying. . . . 

ARKEL. 

Thou woulclst leave before thy brother's 
return? — Perhaps thy friend is less ill than he 
thinks. . , n 

F^LLilAS. 

His letter is so sad you can see death between 
the lines, . . . He says he knows the very day 
when death must come. ... He tells me I can 
arrive before it if I will, but that there is no 
more time to lose. The journey is very long, 
and if I await Golaud's return, it will be per- 
haps too late. . . . 

ARKEL. 

Thon must wait a little while, nevertheless. 
, . . We do not know what this return has in 
store for us. And besides, is not thy father 
here, above us, more sick perhaps than thy 
friend. , . , CouMst thou choose between the 
father and the friend? . . . ^Exi/. 



[ 
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GENEVlfeVE. 

) 1; 
rening, P^L^as. . . 



Have a care to keep the lamp lit from this ) 



[_£xeutif severally. • 



\ 



SCEfjE IV. — Before the castle. Enter Gene- 

VlfeVE and MELISANDE. 



It is gloomy in the gardens. And what 
forests, what forests all about the palaces ! . . . 

GENEVlfeVE. 

Yes; that astonished me too when I came \ 
hither; it astonishes everybody. There are ' 
places where you never see the sun. But one 
gets used to it so quickly. ... It is long ago, 
it is long ago, ... It is nearly ibrty years that 
I have lived here, . . . Look toward_the other 

i e, yo u will have the Jighi of the sea. , . , 

mIlisande, 
1. 1 hear a noise below us. , , . 



I Yes ; it is some one coming up toward us, 
. Ahl it is paifias. ... He seems still 
1 from having waited so long for you. . . . 

MtUSANDE. 

t He has not seen us. 
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GENEVlfevE. 

[ think he has seen us but does not know 



what he should do. , 
thou? . 



, P^llfias, P^lldas, 



Enter WliIas. 

pfeLLiAS. 

Yea I ... I was coming toward the sea. . . . 

GENEVltVE. 

So were we ; we were seeking the light. It 
is a little lighter here than elsewhere j and yet 
the sea is gloomy, 

Vt\A±P&. 

We shall have a storm to-night. There has 
been one every night for some time, and yet it 
is so calm now. . . . One might embark un- 
wittingly and come back no more. 

MELISANDE. 

Something is leaving the port. . . . 

Pil.LfeAS. 

It must be a big ship. . . . The lights are 
very high, we shall see it in a moment, when it 
enters the band of light. . . . 

GENEVltVE. 

I do not know whether we shall be able to see 
it . . . there is still a fog on the sea. , , . 

PtLLtAS. 

The fog seems to be rising slowly. . . . 
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Yes ; I see a little light down there, which I 
lad not seen. . . . 



It is a lighthouse ; there are others we can- 
)t see yet. 

m£lisande. 

The ship is in the light. ... It is already 
rery far away. . . . 

p£ll£as. 

It is a foreign ship. It looks larger than 
iR. . , . 

MiLlSANDE. 

It is the ship that brought me here 1 . . . 

PiLL^AS. 

It dies away tinder fiill sail. . . . 

m£lisande. 
It is the ship that brought me here. It has 
eat sails. ... I recognized it by its sails. 

piiifeAS. 
There will be a rough sea to-night 

MiUSANDE. 

Why does it go away to-night? . . . You can 
'ly see it any longer. . . . Perhaps it will be 
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piixiiAS. 
The night falls very quickly. . . . 

[A silence. 

GENEVlfeVE. 

No one speaks any more? . . . You have 
nothing more to say to each other? ... It is 
time to go in. P^U^as, show Melisande the 
way. I must go see little Yniold a moment. 

[^Exit 

Nothing can be seen any longer on the 
sesi. • • • 

M]&USANDE. 

I see more lights. 

It is the other lighthouses. ... Do you hear 
the sea ? . . . It is the wind rising. . . . Let us 
go down this way. Will you give me your hand ? 

MilUSANDE. 

See^ see, my hands are full. . . . 

I will hold you by the arm, the road is steep 
and it is very gloomy there. ... I am going 
away perhaps to-morrow. . . . 

Ml^LISANBE. 

Oh ! ... why do you go away? 

[Exeunt 



I 



ACT SECOND. 

Scene I. — A fountain in the park. 

Enter KLLtAS and MfeusANDE. 

pfilXfeAS. 

You do not know where I have brought you? 

— I often come to sit here, toward noon, when 
too hot in the gardens. It is stifling to-day, 

even in the shade of the trees. 

m4lisande. 
Oh, how clear the water is ! . . . 

piLLfeAS. 

It is as cool as winter. It is an old aban- 
doned spring. It seems to have been a miracu- 
lous spring, — it opened the eyes of the blind, 

— they still call it " Blind Man's Spring." 

MtUSANDC. 

It no longer opens the eyes of the blind? 

ptLLtAS. 

Since the King has been nearly blind himself, 
one comes any more. . . . 
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How alone one is here I . . . There is 

sound. 

p^LL^AS. 

There is always a wonderful silence here. , 
One could hear the water sleep. . . . Will you 
sit down on the edge of the marble basin? 
There is one linden where the sun never 
comes. . , , 

MiLISANDE. 

I am going to lie down on the marble. — I 
should like to see the bottom of the water. . . . 

p£ll4as. 

No one has ever seen it. — It is as deep, 

perhaps, a5 the sea, — It is not known whence 

it comes. — Perhaps it comes from the bottom 

of the earth. . . . 

MtUSANDE. 

If there were anything shining at the bottom, 
perhaps one could see it. . . . 

ptLLiAS. 

Do not lean over so. , . , 

MiuSANDE. 

I would like to touch the water. . . . 

P^LLtAS. 

Have a care of slipping. ... I will hold 

your hand. . . . 
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\ 



No, no, I would plunge both hands in it, . . . 
You would say my hands were sick to-day. ... 

p£ll£as. 
Oh ! oh ! take care ! take care ! M^IUande I 
Mfilisande ! . . . — Ob ! your hair 1 . . . 

M^USANDE {starting upright). 
I cannot, ... I cannot reach it. . . . 

P^LL^AS. 

Your hair dipped in the water. ... ' 

MiUSANDE. 

Yes, it is longer than my arms. ... It is 
longer than I. . . . \A iilenet. 

p£:ll£as. 

\ It was at the brink of a spring, too, that he 
tsd you? 

M^LISANUE. 

|Ves. . . . 

p£ll6as. 
I What did he say to you ? 

M^USANDE. 

t Nothing ; — I no longer remember. . . 

PtlXtAS. 

I Was he quite near you? 
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m£lisande. 
Yes ; he would have kissed me. 

And you would not? 

Ml^LISANDE. 

No. 

Why would you not? 

MiuSANDE. 

Oh ! oh ! I saw something pass at the bottom 
of the water. . . . 

ptuAAS. 

Take care! take care! — You will fall! 
What are you playing with? 

M^USANDE. 

With the ring he gave me. . . . 
Take care ; you will lose it. . . . 

Mi:LISANDE. 

NOy no ; I am sure of my hands. • • • 

P^LlilAS. 

Do not play so, over so deep a water. • • • 

M^USANDE. 

My hands do not tremble. 
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ftuAAS. 

How it shines in the sunlight ! — Do not 
throw it so high in the air. . . . 

M±USANDE. 



Oh! 

It has fallen? 



ptLL^AS. 



MiLISANDE. 

It has fallen into the water I . 

ptLL^AS. 

Where is it? where is it? . . 

MELISANDE. 

I do not see it sink? . . . 

PtLlAAS. 

I think I see it shine. . . . 

UtUSAHUE, 

My ring? 

P^LLtAS. 

Yes, yes ; down yonder. . . . 

MELISANDE. 

Oh I oh ! It is so far away from us ! . . . 
no, no, that is not it . . . that is not it , . . 
It is lost . . . lost. . , . There is nothing any 
laoie but a great circle on the water. . . . What 



altn 



: do? What shall we do now? . 
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PiLLtrtS. 

You need not be so troubled for a ring. It 
is nothing. . . . We shall find it again, perhapSi 
Or else we will find another. . . . 



piteol 
I. -V ■ 



No, no ; we shall never find it again ; w& 
shall never find any others either. . . . And y 
I thought I had it in my hands. ... I hi 
already shut my hands, and it is fallen in spite a 
all. ... I threw it too high, toward the sun. . 

Come, come, we will come back another day J 
. . . come, it is lime. They will 
meet us. It was striking noon at the momeit 
the ring fell. 

M^LISANDE. 

What shall we say to Golaud if he ask 
it is? 

pfeLufeAS. 

The truth, the truth, the truth. ... VT 

[Sxeuittr' 



Scene II. — An apartment in the castle. 
ij^ud discovered, itretched upon his ieifm 
MiuSAMDE, iy kis bedside. 



Ah t ah t all goes well ; it will amount t 
nothing. But I cannot understand how i 
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came to pass. I was hunting quietly in the 
forest. All at once my horse ran away, with- 
out cause. Did he see anything unusual? . . . 
I had just heard the twelve strokes of noon. 
Ai the twelfth stroke he suddenly took fright 
and ran like a blind madman against a. tree. 
I heard no more. I do not yet know what 
happened. I fell, and he must have fallen on 
me. I thought I had the whole forest on my 
breast ; I thought my heart was crushed. But 
.nyheartis sound. It is nothing, apparently. . . . 

MELISANDE. 

' Would you like a little water? 

GOLAUD. 

Thanks, thanks ; I am not thirsty. 

MiUSANDE. 

Would you like another pillow? . . . There 
I a litde spot of blood on this. 



No, no ; it is not worth while, I bled at 
mouth just now. I shall bleed again 
erhaps. . . . 

MiUiiANDE. 

' Are you quite sure? . . . You are not suf- 
fering too much ? 

GOLAITD. 

No, 00 ; I have seen a good many more like 



I was made of iron and blood. . 



. These 
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are not the little bones of a child; dc 
alarm yourself. . . . 

MiUSANDE. 

Close your eyes and try to sleep. I shdl 
stay here all night. . . . 

GOIAUD. 

No, no; I do not wish you to tire yourseli 
BO. I do not need anything ; I shall sleep like 
3 child. . . , What is the matter, M^lisandef 
Why do you weep all at once? .... 

MifeusANDE {bursting info tears). 
I am . . . I am ill too. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

Thou ait ill? . . . What ails thee, I 
what ails thee, Melisande? , . . 



I do not know. ... I am ill here. 
I had rather tell you to-day; my lord, my lord, 
I am not happy here. . . . 
GOLAtro. 

Why, what has happened, Melisande? What 
is it? . , . And I suspecting nothing. . . . What 
has happened? . . . Some one has done thei 
harm? . . . Some one has given thee offence? 

MiUSANDE. 



; has done me the least haiRi, 
, ... It is not that. . . . 
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I can live here no longer. I do not know 
why. ... I would go away, go away 1 ... I 
shail die if I am left here, . . . 



, But something has happened? You must 
: hiding something from me? . . . Tell me 
e whole truth, Melisande. . . . Is it the King? 
, . Isitmymother? . . . IsitP^ll^as? . . . 

MiUSANDE. 

No, no ; It is not PdUdas. It is not anybody. 
. Vou could not understand me. . . . 



Why should I not understand? ... If you 
11 me nothing, what will you have me do? . . , 
"Tell me everything and I shall understand 
everything, 

MELISANDE. 

I do not know myself what it is. ... I do not 
know just what it is. . . . If I could tell you, I 
would tell you. ... It is something stronger 
than I. . . . 

GOUIDD. 

; be reasonable, Melisande. — \Vhat 
uld yoo have me do ? — You are no longer a 
" 1. — Is it I whom you would leave ? 

MtLlSANDE. 

h ! no, no ; it is not that. ... I would go 
ywithyou. . ■ . It is herethat I canlivena 
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longer. ... I feel that I shall not live a long 
while. . . . 

GOLAUD. 

But there must be a reason nevertheless. You 
will be thought mad. It wiU be thought child's 
dreams. — Come, is it P^U^as, perhaps? — I 
think he does not often speak to you. 

M^LISANDE. 

Yes, yes ; he speaks to me sometimes. 
think he does not like me ; I have seen it in 
. . But he speaks to me when he 

COLAUD. 

You must not take it ill of him. He has 
always been so. He is a little strange. And 
just now he is sad; he thinks of his friend 
Marcellus, who is at the point of death, and 
whom he cannot go to see. ... He will change, 
he will change, you will see ; he is young. . , . 

UiU&WDE. 

But it is not that ... it is not that . . . 



What is it, then? — Can you not get used to 
the life one leads here? Is it too gloomy here? 
— It is true the castle is very old and very 
sombre. ... It is very cold, and very deep. 
And all those who dwell in it, are already old. 
And the country may seem gloomy too, with all 
its forests, all its old forests without light. " 
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that may all be enlivened if we will. And 
then, joy, joy, one does not have it every day ; 
we must take things as they come. But teO 

I me something; no matter what; I will do 

■wetything you could wish. . . . 

P MiUSANDE. 

Yes, yes; it is true. . . . You never see the 
sky here. I saw it for the first time this 
morning. . . . 

COLAUD. 

It is that, then, that makes you weep, my 
poor Mdisande? — It is only that, then? — You 
weep, not to see the sky? — Come, come, you 
are no longer at the age when one may weep 
for such things. . . . And then, is not the sum- 
mer yonder? You will see the sky every day. 
— And then, next year. . . . Come, give me- 
your hand ; give me both yout little hands, 
[Ji/e takts htr hands.'] Oh ! oh ! these little 
_ hands that I could crush like flowers. . . . — 
! where is the ring I gave you ? 

MtUSANDE. 

[.The ring? 

I COLAin). 

[ Yes; onr wedding-ring, where is it? 

UiuSANIIE. 

ik . . . I think it has (alleo. ... 



, Fallen? — Where has it fallen? — You have 
It lost it? 
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« 
MiUSANDE. 

No, no ; it fell . . . it must have iallen • • • 
jut I know where it is. • • . 

GOLAUD. 

Where is it? 

MilUSANDE. 

You know . . . you know well • • • the 
grotto by the seashore ? . . . 

GOLAUD. 

Yes. 

Ml^USANDE. 

Well then, it is there. ... It must be it 
is there. . . . Yes, yes; I remember. ... I 
went there this morning to pick up shells for 
little Yniold. . . . There were some very fine 
ones. ... It slipped from my finger . . . then 
the sea came in ; and I had to go out before I 
had found it. 

GOLAUD. 

Are you sure it is there ? 

Mi:LlSAND£. 

Yes, yes ; quite sure. ... I felt it slip . . . 
then, all at once, the noise of the waves. . • • 

GOLAUD. 

You must go look for it at once. 



^P Now, at once, in the dark. You must go 
look for it at once. I had rather have lost all 
I have than have lost that ring. You do not 
know what it is. You do not know whence it 
came. The sea will be very high to-night. 
The sea will come to take it before you. . . . 
Make haste. You must go look for it at 
once. . . . 

m£i,bande. 
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MiLlSANDE. 

I must go look for it at once? 
Yes. 

MfeUSANDE, 

Now ? — at once ? — in the dark ? 



i 



I 



I dare not. 



, I dare not go alone. . 



Go, go with no matter whom. But you must 
go at once, do you understand? — Make haste; 
ask PeUdas to go with you, 

WfeLlSANDE. 

— With P^U^as ?— But P^U^as would 



Bno 



P^ll^as will do all you ask of him. I know 
PftllSas better than you do. Go, go ; huny I 
11 not sleep until I have the ring. 
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MiUSANDE. 

Oh ! oh ! I am not happy ! ... I am not 

happy! . . . 

[^Mxit, weeing. 



Scene III. — Btfore a grotto. 
Enter PiiitAS and Melisande. 

PELLEAS. 

\_Speaking with great agitation.'\ Yes ; it is 
here ; we are there. It is so dark you camiot 
tell the entrance of the grotto from the rest of 
the night. . . . There are no stars on this side, 
Let us wait till the moon has torn through that 
great cloud ; it will light up the whole grottOi 
and then we can enter without danger. There 
are dangerous places, and the path is very nar- 
row between two lakes whose bottom has not 
yet been found. I did not think to bring 
torch or a lantern, but I think the hght of the 
sky will be enough for us. — You have never 
gone into this grotto ? 

MELISANDE. 

No. . . . 

PitXtAS. 

Let us go in ; let us go in, . . . You must 
able to describe the place where you lost thi 
lingi if he questions you. ... It is very bi| 
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and very beautiful. There are staJactites that 
look like plants and men. It is full of blue 
darks. It has not yet been explored to the 
end. There are great treasures hidden there, 
it seems. You will see the remains of ancient 
shipwrecks there. But you must not go far in 
it without a guide. There have been some 
who never have come back. I myself dare not 
go forward too far. We will slop the moment 
we no longer see the light of the sea or the sky. 
When you strike a little light there, you would 
say the vault was covered with stars like the 
sky. It is bits of crystal or salt, they say, that 
shine so in the rock. — Look, look, I think the 
sky is going to clear. . ■ . Give me your hand ; 
do not tremble, do not tremble so. There 
is no danger; we will stop the moment we no 
longer see the light of the sea. ... Is it the 
noise of the grotto that frightens you? It is 
the noise of night or the noise of silence. . . . 
Do you hear the sea behind us? — It does 
not seem happy to-night. ... Ah I look, the 
light !.. . 

[The moon lights up abundantly the entrance 
and part of the darkness of [he grotto ; and 
at a certain depth are seen three old beggars 
with white hair, seated side by side, lean- 
ing apon each other and asleep against a 
bowlder.] 

UtLTSAKDE. 
PiLLiAS. 
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MtUSANDE. 

There are . . . there are. . . . 

[She points out the three beggars. 

Yes, yes ; I have seen them too. • • • 

Ml^USANDE. 

Let us go ! • . • Let us go ! • • • 

Yes . . • it is three old poor men fallen asleep. 
- . . There is a famine in the country. . . . 
Why have they come to sleep here ? . . . 

MELISANDE. 

Let us go ! . • . Come, come. • • • Let 
us go ! . . • 

Take care ; do not speak so loud. . . . Let 
us not wake them. . . . They are still sleeping 
heavily. . • • Come. 

MilLISANDE. 

Leave me, leave me; I prefer to walk 

alone. . • . 

P^LlilAS. 

We will come back another day. . . . [Exeunt, 



I 
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Scene IV. — An apmimentin the castle. 
AsKEL and P^j.iAS discovered. 

AREEL. 

Yo« see that eveiything retains you here just 
now and forbids you this useless journey. We 
have concealed your father's condition from 
you until now ; but it is perhaps hopeless ; and 
that alone should suffice to stop you on the 
threshold. But there are so many other rea- 
sons. . . . And it is not in the day when our 
enemies awake, and when the people are dying 
of hunger and murmur about us, that you have 
the right to desert us. And why this journey? 
Marcellus is dead ; and life has graver duties 
than the visit to a tomb. Vou are weary, you 
say, of your inactive life ; but activity and duty 
are not found on the highways. They must be 
waited for upon the threshold, and let in as they 
go by ; and they go by every day. You have 
never seen them? I hardly see them any more 
myself; but I will teach you to see them, and I 
will point them out to you the day when you 
would make them a sign. Nevertheless, Usien 
to mc; if you believe it is from the depths of 
your life this journey is exacted, 1 do not for- 
bid your undertaking it, for you must know 
Jtftfpr ihan I the events you must offer to-your 
bein^ or your jate, I shalT ask you only to 
■^t until we know what must take place ere 
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P±U±AS. 

How long must I wait? 

ARKEL. 

A few weeks ; perhaps a few days. • • • 
I will wait. . . • 



i 



^^K^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 


^^H 


B ^^^^M 


^^^1 


^V ACT THIRD. 


^H 


Scene I. — An apartment in the castle. PiL- ^H 
i±t& and M&LISANDE discovered. M£lisamdk ^| 
plies her distaff at tiie back of the room. ^1 


^b PELLtAS. 


1 


^V Yniold does not come back; where has 


J 


^gone? 

m£lisande. 


1 


He had heard something in the comdorj 
^^las gone to sec what it is. 


. I 


^k pfeLLfcAS. 


^H 


^B M^lisande. . . . 


^H 


^H MiLISANDE. 

^H What is it? 


■ 


^M piLLiAS. 


^H 


^1 . . . Can you see still to work there? . . 


• ^ 


^H MILISANDE. 


I 


I work 33 well in the dark. . . . 


I 


P^LL^AS. 


■ 


I think everybody is already asleep in the ^| 
castle. Golaud does not come back from the ^| 
chase. It is late, nevertheless. ... He no fl 
longer sutfers from his fall ? . . . ^H 
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MtUSANDE. 

He said he no longer suffered from it. 

PELLEAS. 

He must be more prudent ; his body is no 
longer as supple as at twenty years. . • . I see 
the stars through the wmdow and the light of 
the moon on the trees. It is late ; he will not 
come back now. [Knocking at the door,'] 
Who is there ? . . . Come in ! . . . 

Little Yniold opens the door and ex 
""^ rrwg 

It was you knocking so? . . . That is not 
the way to knock at doors. It is as if a mis- 
fortune had arrived ; look, you have frightened 
little mother. 

LTITLE YNIOLD. 

I only knocked a tiny little bit 

It is late; little father will not come back 
to-night ; it is time for you to go to bed. 

UTTLE YNIOLD. 

I shall not go to bed before you do. 

pi:Lii:AS. 
What? . . . What is that you are saying? 



) 
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LTTTLE YNIOLD. 

I say . . . not before you . . . not before 
you . , . 

\Btmis into so/>s and takes refuge by 

MfeLlSANDE.] 
MiUSANSE. 

What is it, Yniold? . . . What is it? . . . 
why do you weep all at once ? 

YNIOLD {sobbing). 
. . oh I oh [ because , , . 

MiLBANDE. 

Because what? . . . Because what? . . . 
Tell me . . . 

YNIOLD. 

Little mother . , . little mother . . . you 
are going away. . . . 

MiLlSANDE. 

But what has taken hold of you, Yniold? . . . 
I have never dreamed of going away. . . . 



Yes, you have ; yes, you have ; little father 
has gone away. . . . Little father does not come 
b^lt, and you are going to go away too. ... I 
have seen it ... I have seen it. . . , 
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ea c^^^^^l 



M^UUNDE. 

But there has never been any idea 
Yaiold. . . . Why, what makes you 
I would go away? . . . 



1 have seen ii . . . I have seen it. . . . You 
have said things to uncle that I could not 

heftr . , . 

VtuAAS. 

He is sleepy. . , . He has been dreaming. . . . 
Come here, Yniold; asleep already? . . • 
Come anil look out at the window ; the swans 
•re fighting with the dogs. . . , 

VNIOLD (a/ /he ■windoi.v) . 

'\'P^ ' ''^ ' '''*^>' '"■^ chasing the dogs ! . . . 
1 hey are chasing them I ... Oh ! oh I the 
*at'*r I ... the wings I . . the wings I . . . 
they are afraid. ... 



pftiaAAS {coming hack by wfetiSANDE). 
Hie is sleepy ; he is struggling against slo 
'^yes were clo^ng. . 



r 
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M^LBANDE {Hsing abruptly) . 
What is it, Yniold? . . . What is it? . 



I saw something at the window? . . . 
[PfeuiAS and M6lisande run to the window, 

pflLLiAS. 

(What 13 there at the window? . . . What 
Ivc you seen? . . . 

YNIOLD. 

I Oh 1 oh ! I saw something ! . . . 

piLLiAS, 

I But there is nothing. I see nothing. . . 

MiLISANDE. 

r Nor I. . . . 

ptLLiAS. 

I Where did you see something? Which 
pay? . . . 

YNIOLD. 

[ Down there, down there I ... It is no 
r there, . . . 

pftLL^AS. 

He does not know what he is saying. He 
must have seen the light of the moon on the 
forest. There are often strange reflections, . . . 
something must have passed on the 
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highway ... or in his sleep. For see, see, 
believe he is quite asleep. . . . 

VNioLD (al the vHnilow). 
Little father is there I little father is there 1 

p^Ltijis {going to the window). 
He is right ; Golaud is coming into the 
courtyard. . . . 

VNIOLD, 

Little father ! . . . little father ! ... I am 
going to meet him ! . . . 

\^Exit, running, — A silence. 

vtulis. 
They are coming up the stair. . . . 
Mnter Golaud and little Yniold wi th a la mp. 

You are still waiting in the dark? 

YNIOLD. 

I have brought a light, little mother, a big 
light i . . . [A'tf li/ls the lamp and looks at 
MiusANDE.] You have been weeping, little 
mother? . . . You have been weeping? 
[He lifts the lamp toward P^LLtAS and looks 
in turn at him.'] You too, you too, you have 
been weeping? . . . Little father, look, little 
father j they have both been weeping. . . 
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GOLAUD, 

Do not hold the hght under their eyes 



— One of the towers of ike castle. — 
A watchman's round posies under a window 
in the tower. 

MfiusANDE {at the window, cotHbing her 
unbound hair). 

My long locks fall foaming 
To the threshold of ihe tower,— 

My locks await your coming 
All along the tower, 
And all the long, long hour, 
And all the long, long hour. 



Enter P^ll^as by the watchman's round. 

PiLL^AS. 

Hola I HoU I ho ! . . . 

MtUSANDE. 

Who is there? 



and I ! . . . What art thou doing there 
t the window, singing like a bird that is not 
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MfeUSANDE. 

I am doing my hair for the night, , . 



Is it that I see upon ihe wall? . 
thought you had some light . . . 



I have opened the window ; it is too hot in 
the tower, ... It is beautiful to-night. . . , 

P^LL^AS. 

There are innumerable stars; I have never 
seen so many as to-night ; . - • but Ihe moon 
is still upon the sea. ... Do not stay in the 
shadow, Melisande ; lean forward a little till I 
see youi unbound hair. . . . 

MtUSANDE. 

I am frightfiil so. . . . 

[SA£ leans oul at the window. 

piuiAS. 
Oh ! oh t Mdlisande 1 ... oh, thou art 
beautiful I . . . thou art beantifiil so ! . 
Lean out ! lean out 1 . . . Let me come ne 
thee . . . 

MiLISANDE. 

I cannot come neaiei thee. ... I am lean- 
ing out as far as I can. . . . 
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PiLL^AS. 

1 cannot come up higher ; . . . give me 
least thy hand to-night , . . before I 
away. ... I leave to-monow. . . . 



MtuSANDE. 



No, no, no ! . 



Yes, yes, yes; I leave, I shall leave to- 
moiTow. . , . Give me Ihy hand, thy hand, thy 
little hand upon my lips. . . . 



I give ihee not my hand if thou wilt 
leave. . ■ . 

ptuAAS, 
Give, give, give ! . . . 

MiLlSANDE. 

Thou wilt not leave ? . . . 

P^LLiAS. 

I will wait ; I will wait. . . . 

MiUSANDE. 

I see a rose in the shadows. ■ . , 

piuijis. 
Where? ... I see only the boughs of the 
willow hanging over the wall. . . . 
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Further down, further down, in the garden ; 
further down, in the sombre green. . . . 

It is not a rose. ... I will go see by and 
by, but give me thy hand first; first thy 
hand. . . . 

M^LISANDE. 



I cannot lean out 



There, there ; 
further. . . . 

I cannot reach thy hand with my lips. . . . 

M^LISANDE. 

I cannot lean out further. ... I am on the 
point of falling. , . . — Oh 1 oh 1 my haii is fall- 
ing down the tower ! . . . 

[Ifer tresses Jail suddenfy ever her head, as 
she is leaning out so, and stream over 

PfeLlilAS.] 

P^LlilAS. 

Oh ! oh ! what is it? . . . Thy hair, thy hair 
is (ailing down to me I ... All thy locks, 
M^lisande, all thy locks have fallen down the 
tower I ... I hold them in my hands ; I hold 
them in my mouth. ... I hold them 
arms ; I put them about my neck. ... I will 
not open my hands again to-night. . 



r 
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MfeuSANDE. 



Let me go ! let me go ! . . . Thou wilt make 
me fall ! . . . 

PtU.tAS. 

No, no, no ; ... I have never seen such 
hair as thine, M^Usande ! . . . See, see, see ; 
it comes from so high and yet it floods me to 
the heart ! . . . And yet it floods me to the 
knees ! . . . And it is sweet, sweet as if it fell 
from heaven ! , . . I see the sky no longer 
through thy locks. Thou seest, thou seest? 
... I can no longer hold them with both 
hands; there are some on the boughs of the 
willow. . , . They are alive like birds in ray 
hands, , , . and they love me, they love me 
than thou I . . . 

MfcLISANDE. 

Let me go ; let me go 1 . . . Some one might 

PtU.±AS. 

No, no, no ; I shall not set thee free to-night. 
Thou art my prisoner to-night ; all night, 
all night ! . . , 

MtLISANDE. 

PfiU^as! Pdl^as! . . . 

■ p£:LLiAS. 

f I tie them, I tie them to the willow boughs. 
. . . Thou shall not go away now ; . . , thou 
shalt not go away now. . . . Look, look, I am 



r 



io6 Pell^as and Melisande. 

kissing thy hair. ... I suffer no more in the 
midst of thy hair, , . . Hearest thou my kisses 
along thy hair? . . . They mount along Ihy 
hair. . , . Each hair must bring thee some. 
Thou seest, thou seest, I can open my hands. 
... My hands are free, and diou canst not 
leave me now. . . . 



Oh ! oh ! thou huitest me. . . . {^Denies (ome 
out of the tower and fly about them in the 
night.l — \Vhat is that, Pdlldas? — What is it 
flying about me? 

It is the doves coming out of the tower. . _ 
I have frightened them; they are flying 
away. . . . 

MtUSANDE. 

It is my doves, F^U£as. — Let us go away, ! 
me go ; tiiey will not come back again. . . . 

pfeLLJAS. 

Why will they not come back again? 

MiUSAND£. 

They will be lost in the dark. ... Let me 
go ; let me lift my head, ... I hear a noi 
footsteps. , . . Let me go! — ItisGolaud! 
I believe it is Golaud ! ... He has hean) 




You are children. . . . M^lisande, do not 
lean out so at the window ; you will fall. . . . 
Do you not know it is late ? — It is nearly mid- 
night. — Do not play so in the darkness. — You 
arc children, . . . \Laughing nervously.'] What 
children ! . . . What (Children I . . . 

]_Exi/, with P£li1as. 



SCEWE III. — The vaults of the castle. 
Enter GouuD and PtuiAs. 



Take care ; this way, this way. — You have 
Kver penetrated into these vaults? 

PiLLtAS. 

Yes; once, of old; but it wa« long ago. . . . 
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They are prodigious great ; it is a successioa 
of enormous crypts that end, God knows where. 
The whole castle is builded on these crypts* 
Do you smell the deathly odor that reigns here" 
— That is what I wished to show you. 
opinion, it comes from the little underground 
laice I am going to have you see. Take care 
walk before me, in the light of my lantern, 
will warn yon when we are there. \_They c 
tinue to walk in siUnce.'] Hey ! hey ! P^U^as 
stop ! stop ! — \^He seises him by the arm' 
For God's sake ! . . . Do you not see?— "^ 
step more, and you had been in the gulf! 

piLliAS. 

But I did not see it ! , . . The lantern no 
longer lighted me, . . . 



I made a misstep, . . . but if I had not hel( 
you by the arm . . . Well, this is the stagnan 
water that I spoke of to you. ... Do you per 
ceive the smell of death that rises? — Let us g 
to the end of this overhanging rock, and do yoc 
lean over a little. It will strike you in the fac« 

I smell it already ; . . . you would say a sm< 
of the tomb. 
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GOUUD. 
Further, further. ... It is this that 00 cer- 
tain days has poisoned the castle. The King 
will not believe it comes from here, — The 
crypt should be wailed up in whicli this stand- 
ing water is found. It is time, besides, to 
examine these vaults a little. Have you noticed 
those lizards on the walls and pillars of the 
vaults? — There is a labor hidden here you 
would not suspect ; and the whole castle will be 
swallowed up one of these nights, if it is not 
looked out for. But what will you have? no- 
body likes to come down this far, . . . There 
are strange lizards in many of the walls, . . . 
Oh ! here ... do you perceive the smell of 
death that rises? 

Yes ; there is a smell of death rising about 



It 



Lean over; have no fear. ... I will hold 
you . . . give me . . . no, no, not your hand 
, , . it might slip . . . your ann, your arm 1 
... Do you see the gulf? YMovid.'] — P61- 
leas? P6Uias? . . . 

PtLL^S. 

i'Yea ; I think I see the bottom of the gulf. 
, Is it the light that trembles so? . . . Vou 
, [Se straightens up, turns, and looks at 
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COLAUD {with a trembling voice) , 

Yes ; it is the lantern. . . . See, I shook it ttf 
lighten tiie walls. . . . 

Hu-tAS. 
I stiSe here ; ... let us go out. , . . 

COLAUD. 

Yes ; let us go out, . . . 

[^Exeunt in silence. 



Scene IV. — A terrace at the exit of the vaults. 
Enter Golaud and P£ll£as. 

pfeLL^AS. 

Ah 1 I breathe at last ! . . . I thought, one 
moment, I was goiag to be ill in those enormous 
crypts; I was on the point of falling. 
There is a damp air there, heavy as a leadea 
dew, and darkness thick as a poisoned paste. 
. . . And now, all the air of all the sea ! 
There is a fresh wind, see ; fresh as a leaf that 
has just opened, over the little green w 
. . . Hold ! the Bowers have just been watered 
at the foot of the terrace, and the smell of the 
verdure and the wet roses comes up to us. 
It must be nearly noon ; they ate tjready in the 
shadow of the tower. ... It is noon ; I heal 
the bells ringing, and the children are goin 
down to the beach to bathe. ... I did noi 
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know that we had stayed 
caverns, . . . 



I 



We went down towards eleven o'clock. 



Earlier ; it must have been earlier ; I heard 
strike half-past ten. 



Half-past ten or a quarter to eleven. . . . 

They have opened all the windows of the 
castle. It will be unusually hot this afternoon. 
, , . Look, there is mother with Mdlisande at a 

I window of the tower. . . . 
I GOLAUD. 

Yes; they have taken refuge on the shady 
Hde. — Speaking of Melisande, I heard what 
passed and what was said last night. I am quite 
aware all that is but child's play ; but it need 
not be repeated. Melisande is very young and 
very impressionable ; and she must be treated 
the more circumspectly that she is perhaps with 
childat this moment. . . . She is very delicate, 
hardly woman ; and the least emotion might 
bring on a mishap. It is not the first time I 
have noticed there might be something between 
jou. . . . You are older than she ; it will suffice 
I have told you, . ■ . Avoid her as much as 
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possible; without affectation moreover; witJ 
affectation. , . . — What is it I see yondei 
the highway toward the forest? . . . 

F^LL^AS. 

Some herds they are leading to the city, . 



They cry like lost children ; you would se 
they smelt the butcher already. — It will \ 

time for dinner. — What a fine day ! What 
capital day for the harvest I . . . 

Scene V. — £/-/are the castle. 
Enter Golaud and Utile Yniold. 



sit on my li 

passes in the forest. I do not see you any more 
at all now. You abandon me too; you are, 
always at little mother's. . . . Why, we are sit- 
ting just under little mother's windows. — Per- 
haps she is saying her evening prayer at thi$ 
moment. . . . But tell me, Yniold, she is often 
with your uncle P^U^as, is n't she ? 



Yes, yes ; always, little father ; when you , 
lOt there, httle father. ■ . . 
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^r Ah ! — look ; some one is going by with a 
^lantern in the garden. — But I have been told 
ihey did not like each other. ... It seems they 
often quarrel; ... no? Is it true? 

J VNIOLD. 

^H Yes, yes ; it is true. 

^M GOLAUD. 

^K Yes? — Ahl ahl — But what do they quarrel 
Htwut" 

H Ab 



»ut? 
, About the dooi. 



VNIOLD. 



GOLAUD. 



What? about the door? — What are you 
talking about? — No, come, explain yourself; 
why do they quarrel about the door? 

t VNIOLD. 

Because it won't stay open. 
GOIMW. 

Who wants it to slay open? — Come, why do 
they quarrel? 

VNIOLD. 

I don't know, little father ; about the light. 

GOLAUD. 

It talking to you about the light ; we 
1 talk of that by and by. I am t^ng to 
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you about the door. Answer what 1 ask you _ 
you must learn to talk; it is time. ... Do 
not put your hand in your mouth so ; . . . 
come. . . . 

YNIOLD. 

Little father ! little father I ... I won't do 
it any more. . . . {^He cries.'} 



Come; what are you crying for now? What 
has happened ? 

YNIOLD. 

Oh ! oh ! little father, you hurt me. . . . 



I hurt you?— Where did I hurt you? I did 
not mean to. . . . 

YNIOLD. 

Here, here ; on my little arm. . . . 

COLAUD. 

I did not mean to; come, don't cry any 
more, and I will give you something to-morrow. 

YNIOLD. 

What, little father? 

GOLAUD. 

A quiver and some arrows ; but tell me what 
you know about the door. 



^V Big arrows ? 

GOLAUD. 
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VNIOLD. 



Yes, yes ; very big arrows. — But why don't 
they want the door to be open? — Corae, 
answer me sometime ! — no, no ; do not open 
your mouth to cry. I am not angry. We are 
going to have a quiet talk, like P^USas and little 
mother when they are together. What do they 
talk about when they are together? 

VNIOLD, 

Kllfias and little mother? 



[ Yes ; what do they talk about? 
About me ; always about me. 

GOLAUD. 

I And what do they say about you? 

YNIOLD. 

' They say I am going to be very big. 

GOLAUD. 

Oh, plague of my life ! ... I am here like 
a blind man searching for his treasure at the 
bottom of the ocean I ... I am here like a 
new-born child lost in the forest, and you . . . 
Come, come, Yniold, I was wandering ; we are 
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going to talk seriously. Do Pdlldas and little 
mother never speak of me when I am not 
there? . . . 

YNIOLD. 

Yes, yes, little father; they are always speak- 
ing of you. 

GOLAUD. 

Ah ! . . . And what do they say of me? 

YNIOLD. 

They say I shall grow as big as you are. 

<X>LAUD. 

You are alwa^jrs by them? 

YNIOLD. 

Yes, yes, always, always, little father. 

GOLAUD. 

They never tell you to go play somewhere 

else? 

YNIOLD. 

No, little lather ; they are afraid when I am 
not there. 

G0LM7D. 

They are afraid? . . . What makes you 
think they are afraid? 

YNIOLD. 

Little mother always says, "Don't go away; 
don't go away ! " . . . They are unhappy, but 
they laugh. ... 
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GOLAUD. 

But that does not prove they are afraid. 

YNIOLD. 

Yes, yes, little father ; she is afraid. • • • 

GOLAUD. 

Why do you say she is afraid? 

YNIOLD. 

They always weep in the dark. 

GOLAUD. 

Ah ! ah! • . . 

YNIOLD. 

That makes one weep too. 

GOLAUD. 

Yes, yes ! . . . 

YNIOLD. 

She is pale, little father. 

GOLAUD. 

Ah ! ah ! . . . patience, my God, patience ! . . . 

YNIOLD. 

What, little father? 

GOLAUD. 

Nothing, nothing, my child. — I saw a wolf 
go by in the forest. — Then they get on well 
together? — I am glad to learn they are on 
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good terms. — They kiss each other sometimes? 



Kiss each other, Htt!c fether? — No, no, 
ah ! yes, httte father, yes, yes; once ■ . . ODCe 
when it rained. . . . 

COLAUD. 

They kissed? — But how, how did they kiss? 
vmoLD. 

So, little father, so ! . . . [He gives him a 
kiss on the mouth, laughing.'^ Ah 1 ah ! your 
beard, little father ! ... It pricks ! it pricks ! 
it pricks ! It is getting all gray, little father, 
and your hair, too ; all gray, all gray, all gray. 
. . . [JStf winiiow under which they are sitting 
is lighted up at this moment, and die light falls 
upon them.'] Ah 1 ah ! little mother has lit her 
lamp. It is light, little father ; it is light. 

GOLAUD. 

Yes ; it is beginning to be light . . . 

YNIOLD. 

Let ns go there too, little father; let us go 
there too. . , , 

GOLAUD. 

Where do you want to go? 

YNIOLD. 

Where it is light, little father. 
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No, no, my chiSd ; let us stay in the daik a 
little longer. . . . One cannot tell, one cannot 
tell yet. ... Do you see those poor people 
down there trying to kindle a little fire in the 
forest? — It has rained. And over there, do 
you see the old gardener trying to lift that tree 
the wind has blown down across the road? — 
He cannot ; the tree is too big ; the tree is too 
heavy, and it will lie where it fell. All that 
cannot be helped. ... I think Pdll6as is 
mad.". .": 

VNIOLD. 

No, little father, he is not mad ; he is very 
I good. 

GOLAUD. 

Do you want to see little mother? 
Yes, yes ; I want to see her I 



Don't make any noise ; I am going to hoist 
you up to the window. It is too high for me, 
for all I am so big. . . . [Ife lifts the child.^ 
Do not make the least noise ; little mother 
would be terribly afraid. ... Do you see her? 
- Is she in the room ? 

YNIOLD. 

Yes. ... Oh, how light it is I 
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GOIAUD. 

She is alone? 

YNIOLD. 

Yes; . • . no, no ; Uncle P^ll^as is there, too. 

GOIAUD. 

He— ... I 

YNIOLD. 

Ah ! ah ! httle father ! you have hurt me 1 • • . 

GOLAUD. 

It is nothing; be still; I wiQ not do it any. 
more ; look, look, Yniold ! . • . I stumbled ; 
speak lower. What are they doing? — 

YNIOLD. 

They are not doing anything, httle father; 
they are waiting for something. 

GOLAUD. 

Are they near each other? 

YNIOLD. 

No, little father. 

GOLAUD. 

And . • . and the bed? are they near the 
bed? 

YNIOLD. 

The bed, little father ? — I can't see the bed. 

GOLAUD. 

Lower, lower ; they will hear you. Are they 
speaking? 



F^U^as and M^lisande. 121 

YNIOLD. 

No, little father ; they do not speak. 

GOIAUD. 

But what are they doing? — They must be 
doing something. . . . 

YNIOLD. 

They are looking at the light. 

GOLAUD. 

Both? 

YNIOLD. 

Yes, little father. 

GOLAUD. 

They do not say anything? 

YNIOLD. 

No, little father; they do not close their 
eyes. 

GOLAUD. 

They do not come near each other? 

YNIOLD. 

No, little fiather ; they do not stir. 

GOLAUD. 

They are sitting down? 

YNIOLD. 

No, little father; they are standing upright 
against the wall. 



t?— 

I? 



So. fiEde fidKc— Ok! dk! Hfle 



BettiB. Tbrf do Bot ttir ]pct? 



let me oomedom! . • . 



Wbf, what are yoa arfiaid of?— Look! 
look! . • . 



I dare not kwk any more, littie iidier i • • • 
Let me come down! . . . 

OOLACD. 

Look! k)ok! . . . 



Oh! oh! I am going tocrj, fitdefiidicrl— 
Let me come down ! let me come down ! • • • 



GQLAUD. 



Come ; we wiD go'see what has happened. 

[jExetmi. 



I 



Scene I. — A cerridor in Ae easUe. 

Enter PtLLiAS and MfeusANDK, meeting. 

V±U±/i,S. 

Where goest thou? I must speak to thee 
to-night. Shall I see thee? 

MiUSANDE. 

Ves. 

piLLfeAS. 

I have just left my father's room. He is 
getting better. The physician has told us he is 
saved. . . . And yet this moming I had a pre- 
sentiment this day would end ill. I have had 
a rumor of misfortune in my ears for some time. 
. . . Then, all at once there was a great change ; 
to-day it is no longer anything but a question 
of time. All the windows in his room have 
been thrown open. He speaks; he seems 
happy. He does not speak yet like an ordi- 
nary man, but already his ideas no longer all 
come from the other world. ... He recog- 
nized me. He took my hand and said with 
that strange air he has had since he fell sick : 
"Is it thou, P^ll^as? Why, why, I had not 

>ticed it before, but thou hast the grave and 
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friendly look of those who will not live long. 
. . . You must travel ; you must traveL . . ." 
It is strange ; I shall obey him. . . . My 
mother listened to him and wept for joy. — 
Hast thou not been aware of it? — The whole 
house seems already to revive, you hear breath- 
ing, you hear speaking, you hear walking. 
. . . Listen ; I hear some one speaking behind 
that door. Quick, quick ! answer quickly I 
where shall 1 see thee? 

MELISANDE, , 

Where wouldst thou ? 



In the park; near "Blind Man's Spring.' 
— Wilt thou? — Wilt thou come? 



Yes. 

It will be the last night; — I am goii^ to 
travel, as my father said. Thou wilt not see me 
more. . . . 

m£lisande. 

Do not say that, P^lldas. ... I shall see 
thee always ; I shall look upon thee always. . . . 

Thou wilt look in vain. ... I shall be so 
iar away thou couldst no longer see me. . 
I shall try to go very &r away. ... I am fiill 



I 
I 
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of joy, and you would say I had all the weight 
of heaven and earth on my body to-day. . . . 



What has happened, PdWas? — I no longer 
nnderstand what you say. . . . 

TtuA/iS. 

Go, go ; let us separate. I hear some one 
speaking behind that door. ... It is the 
strangers who came to the castle this morning. 
. . . They are going out. . . , Let us go ; it is 
the strangers. . . . ££xeun/ severally. 



Scene II. — An apartment in ike castle. 
Arkel and MiusANSE discovered. 



Now that Pillfias's father is saved, and sick- 
ness, the old handmaid of Death, has left the 
castle, a little joy and a little sunlight will at last 
come into the house again. ... It was lime ! 
— For, since thy coining, we have only lived 
here whispering about a closed room. . . . And 
truly I have pitied thee, Melisande. . . . Thou 
camest here all joyous, like a child seek- 
ing a gala-day, and at the moment thou en- 
teiedst in the vestibule I saw thy face change, 
and probably thy soul, as the face changes 
in spite of us when we enter at noon into 
a grotto too gloomy and too cold. . . . And 



r 
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since, — since, on account of all that, I have often 
no longer understood thee. ... I observed 
thee, thou wert there, listless perhaps, but with 
the strange, astnty look of one awaiting ever a 
great trouble, in the sunlight, in a beautiful 
garden. ... I cannot explain, . . . But I was 
sad to see thee so ; for thou art too young and 
too beautiful to live already day and night under 
the breath of death, . . , But now all that will 
change. At my age, — and there perhaps is 
the surest fruit of my life, — at my age I have 
gained I know not what faith in the fidelity of 
events, and I have alwaj^ seen that every young 
and beautiful being creates about itself young, 
beautiful, and happy events, . . . And it is thou 
who wilt now open the door for the new era I 
have glimpses of. . . . Come here ; why dost 
thou sUy there without answering and without 
liflmg thine eyes? — I have kissed thee but 
once only hitherto, — the day of thy coming; 
and yet old men need sometimes to touch with 
. their lips a woman's forehead or a child's cheek, 
} to believe still in the freshness of life and avert 
/ awhile the menaces. . . , Art thou afraid of my 
old lips? How I have pitied thee these 
months! . . . 

HiuSANDE. 

Grand&ther, I have not been unhappy. . , . 



Perhaps you were of those who are unhappy 
without knowmg it, . . . and they are the most 
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Iimhappy. . . . Let me look at thee, so, quite 
aeai, a moment; ... we hare such need of 
fceauty beside Death. . . . 
K Enter GoiAUD. 

r 
' Thou hast blood on thy forehead. — What 
, hast thou done? 

GOLAUD. 

^H Nothing, nothing. ... I have passed through 
^HB hedge of thonis. 
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GOLAUD. 



L P^IUas leaves to-ntght 



Bend down your head a little, my lord. . . . 
I will wipe your forehead. . . . 

GOLAim {repulsing h€r). 

I wiU not that you touch me, do you under* 

stand ? Go, go ! — I am not speaking to you. 

— Where is my sword? — 1 came to seek my 

rord. ... 
MtUSANDE. 
Here ; on the praying-stool. 



Bring it. {^To Arkel.] — They have just 
found another peasant dead of hunger, along by 
, the sea. You would say they ail meant to die 
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under our eyes. — [7li Melisande.] Well, my 
sword? — Why do you tremble so? — I am not 
going to kill you. I would simply examine the 
blade. I do not employ the sword for these 
uses. Why do you examine me like a beggar? 
— I do not come to ask alms of you. Vou 
hope to see something in my eyes without my 
seeing anything in yours? — Do you think I 
may know something? — [To Arkjel.] — Do 
you see those great eyes? — It is as if they 
were proud of their richness. . . . 



I see there only a great innocence. . 



A great innocence 1 . . . They are greater 
than innocence I . . . They are purer than the 
eyes of a lamb. . . . They would give God les- 
sons in innocence I A great innocence I Listen : 
I am so near them I feel the freshness of their 
lashes when ihey wink ; and yet I am less for 
away from the great secrets of the other world, 
than from the smallest secret of those eyes 1 
... A great innocence ! . . . More than inno- 
cence t You would say the angels of heaven 
celebrated there an eternal baptism ! . . 
know those eyes ! I have seen them at their 
work] Close them! close them! or I shall, 
close them for a long while I . . . — Do not put 
your right hand to your throat so ; I am saying 
a very simple thing. ... I have no under- 
thought. ... If I had an under-thought, why 
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■■should I not say it? Ah! ah! — do not at- 
tempt to flee ! — Here ! — Give me that hand ! 
— Ah I your hands are too hot. . . . Go away ! 
Your flesh disgusts me I . . . Here ! — There 
is no more question of fleeing now ! — \He 
seizes ktri>y the hair.-\ — You shall follow me on 
your knees ! — On your knees ! — On your knees 
before me! — Ah! ah! your long hair serves 
some purpose at last I . . . Right, . . . left I — 
Left, , . . right I — Absalom ! Absalom. — For- 
ward I back 1 To the ground t to the ground 1 
. . . You see, you see ; I laugh already like an 
old man. . . . 

AKKEL (running up). 

Golaud ! . . . 

G0L4UD {affecting a sudden calm). 

You will do as you may please, look you. — 
I attach no importance to that. — I am too old ; 
and, besides, I am not a spy. I shall await 
chance ; and then ... Oh ! then ! . . , simply 
"scause it is the custom ; simply because it is the 

, if^tr 

ARKEL. 

,t ails him ? — He is drunk ? 
MfeuSANDE {in tears). 
I No, no ; he does not love me any more. . . . 
E am not happy ! ... I am not happy I . . . 

ARKEL. 

r I were God, I would have pity on men's 
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Scene III. — A terrace ef the caslU. Little 
Yniold discovered, trying to lift a bowlder. 

UITLS YNIOLD. 

Oh, this stone is heavy ! ... It is heavier 
than I am. ... It is heavier than everybody. 
... It is heavier than everything that ever 
happened. ... I can see my golden ball 
between the roclt and this naughty stone, and I 
cannot reach it. . , , My little arm is not long 
enough, . , . and this stone won't be lifted. 
... I can't lift it, . . . and nobody could lift 
it. . . . It is heavier than the whole house; . . 
you would think it had roots in the earth. . . 
[The bleatings of a flock heard far away.'] - 
Oh ! oh I I hear the sheep crying, . . . [S> 
goes to took, at the edge of the terrace^ Why ! 
there is no more sun. . . . They are coming, 
... the little sheep . . . they are coming. 
. . . There is a lot of them ! . . . There is a 
lot of tbem ! . . . They are afraid of the dark. 
. . . They crowd together ! they crowd to- 
gether ! . . . They can hardly walk any more. 
. . . They are crying ! they are crying ! and 
they go quick ! ■ . . They go quick ! . . . 
They are already at the great crossroads. Ah t 
ah ! They don't know where they ought to go 
any more, . . . They don't cry any more, , ■ 
They wait. . , , Some of them want to go t 
the right, . . . They all want to go to the right. 
. . . They cannot ! , . . The shepherd is throw- 
ing earth at them, ... Ah ! ah ! They are 
going to pass by here. . . . They obey ! They 
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obey! They are going to pass under the ter- 
race. . . . They are going to pass under the 
roclcs. ... I am going to see them near by. 
. . . Oh ! oh ! what a lot of them ! . , . What 
a lot of them ! , . . The whole road is full of 
them. . . . They aU keep still now. . . Shep- 
herd ! shepherd I why don't they speak any 
more? 

THE SHEPHERD {who IS OUl o/sigkf). 

Because it is no longer the road to the 



Where are they going? — Shepherd! shep- 
herd! — where are they going? — He doesn't 
hear me any more. They are too far away 
already. ■ . . They go quick. . . . They are 
not making a noise any more. ... It is no 
longer the road to the stable. . . . Where are 
they going to sleep to-night ? — Oh ! oh ! — It 
■ i too dark. ... I am going to tell some- 

ing to somebody. . . . [Exil, 



Scene IV. — A fountain in the park. 
Enter P£ll^, 

P^LlilAS. 

I It is the last evening ... the last evening. 
'[ must all end. I have played like a child 
wut a thing I did not guess. ... I have 
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played a-dream about the snares of fate. . . . 
Who has awakened me all at once ? I shall flee, 
crying out for joy and woe like a blind man 
fleeing from his burning house. . . . 1 am going 
to tell her I shall flee, ... My father is out 
of danger; andl have no more reason to lie to 
myself. ... It is late ; she does not come. 
... I should do better to go away without 
seeing her again. ... I must look well at her 
this time. . . , There are some things that 
no longer recall. ... It seems at times as 
1 had not seen her for a hundred years, . . 
And I have not yet looked upon her look. . . 
There remains nought to me if I go away thus. 
And all those memories . . , it is as if I were 
to take away a little water in a muslin bag. . . . 
I must see her one last time, to the bottom of 
her heart. ... I must tell her all that I have 
never told her. 

Enter M£lisani>E. 



P^LL^AS. 

M61isande I — la it thou, Mdisande? 

MiUSANDE. 

Yes. 

Come hither ; do not stay at the edge of the 
moonlight. — Come hither. We have so many 
things to tell each other, . . . Come hither in 
the shadow of the linden. 
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MiLISANDE. 

Let me stay in the light. ... 

piLLiAS. 

We might be seen from the windows of the 
tower. Come hither ; here, we have nothing to ■ 
fear. — Take care ; we might be seen. . . . 

M^LISANDE. 

I wish to be seen. . . . 

P^LLtAS. 

Why, what doth ail thee? — Thou wert able 
to come out without being seen? 

MfeLISANPE, 
Yes ; your brother slept, , . . 



It is late. — In an hour they will close the 
gates. We must be careful. Why art thou 
come so late? 



Your brother had a bad dream. And then 
my gown was caught on the nails of the gate, 
See, it is torn. I lost all this time, and ran. . . . 

Hu.kAS. 

My poor Mdlisande ! ■ . . I should almost 

be afraid to touch thee. . . . Thou art still out 

of breath, like a hunted bird. ... It is for me. 
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for me, thou doest all that? ... I hear thy 
heart beat as if it were mine. . . . Come hither 
. . . nearer, nearer me. . . . 

MtLtSANDE. 

Why do you laugh ? 

I do not laugh ; — or else I laugh for joy, 
unwittingly. ... It were a weeping matter, 
rather. . . . 

m£usande. 

We have come here before. ... I recol- 
lect. . . . 

Yes . . . yes. . ■ . Long months ago. — I 
knew not then. . . . Knowest thou why I asked 
thee to come here to-night? 



It is perhaps the last lime I shall see thee. 
. . I must go away forever. . . . 



Why sayest thou always thou wilt go 
away? . . . 

piixiAs. 

I must tell thee what thou knowest already ? — 
Thnu knowest not what I am going to tell thee? 
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M^LISANDE. 

Why, no ; why, no ; I know nothing — ... 

Thou knowest not why I must go afar. . . . 
Thou knowest not it is because . ■ . \_^He 
kissei her abruptly^ 1 love thee, . . . 

MtusANTE {in a low voice) . 

I love thee too. . . . 

Oh ! oh ! What saidst thou, Melisande? . . . 
I hardly heard it ! . . . Thou sayest that in a 
voice comiag from the end of the world ! . . . 
I hardly heaixJ thee. . . . Thou lovest me? — 
Thou lovest me too? . . . Since when lovest 
thou me? . . . 

MiUSANDE. 

^ Since always. . . . Since I saw thee. . 
PtU-feAS. 

Oh, how thou sayest that ! . . , Thy voice | 
seems to have blown across the sea in spring ! 1 
... 1 have never heard it until now ; . . , one J 
would say it had rained on ray heart 1 . . . 
Thou sayest that so frankly ! . . . Like an 
angel questioned ! . , . I cannot believe it, 
Melisande ! . . . Why shoutdst thou love me ? 

t Nay, why dost thou love me? — Is what thou 
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Thou dost not lie a little, to mi 
smile? ... 

MELISANDE. 

No ; I never lie ; I lie but 
brother. . . . 

ptLL^AS. 

Oh, how thou sayest that ! . . . Thy vc 
thy voice ! ... It is cooler and more I 
than the water is ! , . . It is like pure watt 
my lips ! ... It is like pure water on 
hands. . . . Give me, give me thy hands ! 
Ob, how small thy hands are 1 ... I die 
know thou wert so beautiful ! . . . I have i 
seen anything so beautiful before thee. . 
was full of unrest; I sought throughout 
house. ... I sought throughout the ecu 
. . . And I found not beauty. . . . And ti 
have found thee ! . . . I have found thee ! 
I do not think there could be on the ea 
fairer woman I . . . Where art thou?—" 
longer hear thee breathe. . . 



MiuSANDE. 

Because I look on thee. . . 

PtXAjkAS. 



Ll?r^ 



Why dost thou look so gravely on me?— 
are already in the shadow. — It is too 
under this tree. Come into the light. 
cannot see how happy we are. Come, I 
so little time remains to us. . . . 
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No, no ; let us stay here. 
thee in the dark. . . . 



Where are thine eyes? — Thou art not going 
> fly me? — Thou dost not think of me just 

m£lisande. 

Oh, yes ; oh, yes ; I only think of thee. . . . 

Thou wert looking elsewhere. . . . 

KtUSAHDE. 
I saw thee elsewhere. . . . 

P±L1±A3, 

Thy soul is far away. . . . What ails thee, 
then? — Meseems thou art not happy, . . . 

MELISANDE, 

Yes, yes ; I am h^ppy, but I am sad. . . . 

PilXfeAS. 

O ne is sa d often when one loves. . . . 

~~" MtUSANDE. 

I weep always when I think of thee. . . . 
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•*. PELL£a5. 

I too3- • • I ^°°i M^lisande. ... I am 
quiie ^w thee ; I weep for joy, and yet 
^Hetkisses Iter again."} — Thou art strange when 
I kiss thee so. . . . Thau^art so beautiful that 
one would think thoir-wert ahout to die. , , . 

UtUSANDE. 



There, 

wiii. . . . 

thee. . . . 



there, ■ . . We do not what we 
I did not love thee the first time I saw 

JdtLISANDE. 

Nor I. . . . nor I. ... I was afraid. . . 

piLllAS, 

I could not admit thine eyes. ... I would 
have gone away at once . . . and then . . 

M^USANDE. 

And I, — I would not have come. ...Id 
not yet know why, — I was afraid to come. , . 

There are so many things one never know; 
We are ever waiting ; and then. . . . What ; 
that noise? — They are closing the gates 1 . . 

MfeUSANDE. 

Yes, they have closed the gates, . . , 
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PiLLfiAS. 



^P We cannot go back now ? — Hearest thou the 
"iwlta? — Listen! listen! . . . the great chains ! 

... the great chains 1 ... It is too late ; it is 

too late ! . . . 

MlfeUSANDE. 

All the better! all the belter I all the 
better ! . . . 

P^LLiAS. 

Thou — . . . ? BehoW, behold ! ... It is 
no longer we who will it so 1 . . . All 's lost, 
all 's saved ! all is saved to-night ! — Come, 
come. ... My heart beats like a madman, — 
up to my very throat. . . . [77uy embrace.'] 
Listen ! listen ! my heart is almost strangling 
me. . . . Come ! come I . . . Ah, how beautiful 
it is in the shadows ! . . . 

M^LISANDE, 

There Is some one behind u 



1 see no one. . . . 

MiUSANDE. 

I heard a noise. . . . 

PtLLtAS. 

' X bear only thy heart in the dark. . . . 

MtUSANSE. 

I heard the crackling of dead leaves. . 
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FELli^AS. 

Because the wind is silent all at once. • • • 
It fell as we were kissing. ... 

M^USANDE. 

How long our shadows are to-night ! • • • 

vtuAAS, 

They embrace to the very end of the garden. 
Oh, how they kiss fax away from usi • • . 
Look ! look ! . • • 

m£lisande (in a sHfled voice). 
A-a-h ! — He is behind a tree I 

P^LL^AS. 

Who? 

Bf^USANDE. 

Golaud ! 

Golaud ! — where? — I see nothing. . • . 

MELISANDE. 

There • • • at the end of our shadows. ... 

Yes, yes; I saw him. . . . Let us not turn 
abruptly. . • . 

M^USANDE. 

He has his sword * 



I 
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FtUlAS. 

I have not mine. . . . 



He saw us kiss. . 



pfetl-feAS. 



i 



He does not know we have seen him. . . . 
Do not stir; do not turn your head. . . . He 
would rush headlong on us. . . , He will re- 
main there while he thinks we do not know. 
He watches us. . . . He is still motionless. . . . 
Go, go at once this way, ... I will wait for 
bim. ... I will stop him. . , . 







m£ijsande. 






I'" 


ao, no 1 . . 


piLLtAS. 






Ik! 


go t he hi 


IS seen all 1 . 


. . He will kill 






M^LISANSE. 






All 
better ! 


the better! all the 


better 1 all 


the 


He comes t he comes 1 . 
. . . Thy mouth 1 . . . 


. . Thy mouth I 






MtuSANDE. 






Yes! 


... yea ! 


yes ! . . . 


' kiss desprri 


Ufh. 
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F±U±AS. 

Oh ! oh ! All the ^JsursjreMing i • • • 

MiUSANDE. 

Upon me too ! upon me too ! . . • 

ptuiiAS. 
Again I Again i . • • Give ! give ! • • • 

MiUSANDE. 

AU ! aU ! aU ! . . . 

[Golaud rushes upon them, sword in hand, 
and strikes P^Ueas, who foils at the brink of 
the fountain. Melisande flees terrified.] 

Mi:LiSAND£ {fleeing) n 

Oh ! oh ! I have no courage ! • . . I have 
no courage ! . . . 

[Golaud pursues her through the wood in 
silence. 



i 



ACT FIFTH. 

-A lower hall in the casfU. The 
women servants discovered, gathered together, 
while without children are playing before one 
of the ventilators of the hall. 

■ AN OLD SERVANT. 

" You will see, you will see, my daugtiters ; it 
*ill be to-nighl. — Some one will come to tell 
us by and by. . . . 

ANOTHER SERVANT. 

They will not come to tell US . , . They don't 
iw what they are doing any longer. . . . 



Hknoi 



THniD SERVANT. 

Let US wait here. . . . 

FOURTH SERVANT. 

We shall know well enough when we must go 
ip. . . . 

FIFTH SERVANT. 

When the time is come, we shall go up of 
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SIXTH SERVANT. 



There is no longer a sound heard in the 
house. . . . 

SEVENTH SERVANT. 

We ought to make the children keep still, 
who are playing before the ventilator. 

EIGHTH SERVANT. 

They will be still of themselves by and by. 

NINTH SERVANT. 

The time has not yet come. . . • 
Enter an old Servant. 

THE OLD SERVANT. 

No one can go in the room any longer. I 
have listened more than an hour. . . . You 
could hear the flies walk on the doors. • • ^ I 
heard nothing. . . • 

FIRST SERVANT. 

Has she been left alone in the room? 

THE OLD SERVANT. 

No, no ; I think the room is full of people. 

FIRST SERVANT. 

They will come, they will come, by and 
by. . . . 
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E OLD SERVANT. 



^P Lord ! Lord ! It is not happiness that has 
™ come into the house. . . . One may not speak, 
but if I could say what I know . . . 

SECOND SERVANT, 

It was you who found them before the gate ? 



I 



r 



Why, yes ! why, yes ! it was I who found them- 
The porter says it was he who saw them first ; 
but it was 1 who waked them. He was sleeping 
on his face and would not get up. — And now 
he comes saying, " It was I who saw them 
first." Is that just? — See, I burned myself 
lighting a lamp to go down cellar. — Now what 
was I going to do down cellar ? — I can't re- 
member any more what I was going to do down 
cellar. — At any rate I got up very early ; it was 
not yet very light ; I said to myself, I will go 
across the courtyard, and then I will open the 
gate. Good ; I go down the stairs on tiptoe,. 
and I open the gate as if it were an ordinary 
gate. ... My God ! My God 1 What do I 
~ Divine a httle what I see 1 . . . 



rmST SERVANT. 

They were before the gate ? 

THE OLD SERVANT. 



They were both stretched out before the 
gate 1 . , . Exactly like poor folk that are too 



I' 



s 
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hungry. . . . They were huddled togeth< 
little children who are afraid. . • . The 
princess was nearly dead, and the great C 
had still his sword in his side. . . . The: 
blood on the sill. . . . 

SECOND SERVANT. 

, ^^e ought to make the children keep still 
^'-"'They are screaming with all their might 
the ventilator. . . . 



THIRD SERVANT. 

You can't hear yourself speak. . . . 

FOURTH SERVANT. 

U There is nothing to be done : I hav< 



\ Who? 



already; they won't keep stilL . . . 

FIRST SERVANT. 

It seems he is nearly cured? 

THE OLD SERVANT. 



' FIRST SERVANT. 



The great Golaud. 

THIRD SERVANT. 

Yes, yes; they have taken him to hi 
TCjom. I met them just now, in the o 
1 ney were holding him up as if he were 
xle cannot yet walk alone. 
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I THE OLD SERVANT. 

He could not kill himself; he is too big. 
But she is hardly wounded, and it is she who 
is going to die. . . . Can you understand 
that? 

FIRST SERVANT. 



t 



You have seen the wound 7 



THE OLD SERVANT. 



As I see you, my daughter. — I saw every- 
thing, you understand, ... I saw it before all 
the others. ... A tiny little wound under her 
little left breast, — a little wound that would n't 
kill a pigeon. Is it natural? 



i 



Yes, yes; there is something underneath. , 

SECONDS! 



Yes ; but she was delivered of her babe three 
days ago. . . . 

THE OLD SERVANT. 

Exactly ! . . . She was delivered on her 
death-bed; is that a little sign? — And what a 
child! Have you seen it? — A wee little girl 
a beggar would not bring into the world. . . . 
A tittle wax figure that came much too soon; . . . 
a little wax figure tiiat must live in lambs' wool. 
. . . Yes. yes ; it is not happiness that has come 
into the house. . . . 
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tlKSr SERVANT. 

Yes, yes ; it is the hand of God that has beeo 
stining. ■ . . 

SECO>-D SERVANT. 

Yes, yes; all that did not happen without 
reason. . . . 



^ 



THIRD SERVANT, 

It is a3 good lord P^ll^ . . 
knows. ■ . . 



THE OLD SERVANT, 



Yes, yes ; everybody knows. . . . But nobody 
dare speak of it. . . . One does not speak of 
this; . . , one does not speak of that; . . .one 
speaks no more of anything; , . , one no longer 
speaks truth, . , . But / know he was found 
at the bottom of Blind Man's Spring; ... but 
no one, no one could see him. . . . Well, well, 
we shall only know all that at the last day. . , . 

nBSr SERVANT. 

I dare not sleep here any longer. . . . 

THE OLD SERVANT, 

Yes, yes ; once iil-fortune is in the house, one 
keeps silence in vain. , , . 

THIRD SERVANT, 

Yes ; it finds you all the same. . . . 
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THE OLD SERVANT, 

Yes, yes; but we do not go where ■ 
would. . . . 

FOURTH SERVANT. 

Yes, yes ; we do not do what we would. . . 

FIRST SERVANT. 

They are afraid of us now. . . . 

SECOND SERVANT. 

They all keep silence. . . ■ 

THIRD SERVANT. 

They cast down their eyes in the corridors. 

FOURTH SERVANT. 

They do not speak any more except in a low 
voice. 

FIFTH SERVANT. 

_^-You would think they had all done it to- 
gether. 

SIXTH SERVANT. 

One does n't know what they have done. . . . 



PI SERVANT. 

What is to be done when the masters are 
afraid? ... {^A siUnct. 

FIRST SERVANT. 

1 no longer hear the children screaming. 
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SECOUD SERVANT. 

They are sitting down befoie the ventilator. 

THIRD SERVA»JT. 

They aie huddled against each other. 

THE OLD SERVANT. 

I no longer hear anything in the house. . . 

FIRST SERVANT. 

You no longer even hear the children 
breathe, . . ■ 

THE OLD SERVANT. 

Come, come j it is time to go up. . . . 

{^£xeunii in silence. 



Scene II. — An apartment in ike castle, 
Abkel, Golaud, and the Physician discovered 
in one corner of the room. MtuSANDE is 
stretched upon ker bed, 

the physician. 
It cannot be of that little wound she is dying 
a bird would not have died of it. ... It is not 
you, then, who have killed her, good my lord j' 
do not be so disconsolate. . . . She could not 
have lived. . . . She was bom without reason 
. . . to die ; and she dies without reason. 
And then, it is not sure we shall not save 
her. . . . 



r 



Pelleas and Melisande. 



No, DO ; it seems to me we keep too silent, 
in spite of ourselves, in her room. ... It is 
not a good sign. . . . Lx)ok how she sleeps . , . 
slowly, slowly ; ... it is as if iier soul was cold 
forever. . . . 

COIAVD. 

I have killed her without cause ! I have killed 
her without cause I ... Is it not enough to 
make the stones weep? . . . They had kissed 
like little children. . . . They had simply 
kissed. ■ . . They were brother and sister. . . , 
And I, and I at once 1 ... I did it in spite of 
myself, took you. ... I did it in spite of 
myself. . . . 

THE PHVSICIAM. 

Stop ; I think she is waking. . . . 

M^LISANBE. 

Open the window ; . . . open the window. . . . 

ARKEL 

^all I open this one, Melisande ? 

MtuSANDE. 

window ... the great 



No, no; the great .... 
window. ... It is to see 



ARKEL. 

Ib not the sea air too cold to-night? 
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THE PHYSICIAN. 

Do it ; do it. • • . 

MELISANDE. 

Thanks. • • • Is it sunset? 

ARKEL. 

Yes; it is sunset on the sea; it is late.—* 
How are you, Melisande ? 

MilUSANDE. 

Well, well. — Why do you ask that? I have 
never been better. — And yet it seems to me I 
know something. . . . 

ARKEL. 

What sayest thou? — I do not understand 
thee. • • • 

Ml&LISANDE. 

Neither do I understand all I say, you see. 
... I do not know what I am saying. • . . 
\ I do not know what I know. • • • I no longer 
say what I would. . . . 

ARKEL. 

Why, yes ! why, yes ! ... I am quite happy 
to hear thee speak so ; thou hast raved a little 
these last days, and one no longer understood 
thee. • • • But now all that is far away. • • . 



Pelleas and Melisande. 



MtUSANDE. 

I do not know. ... — Are you all alone in 
e room, grandfather? 

ASKZL. 

No; there is the physician, besides, who 
mred thee. . . . 



Ah! 



MtUSANDE. 



ARKEL. 

And then there is still some one else. . . . 

MELISANDE. 

Who is it? 

ARK£L. 

It is . . . thou must not be frightened. , . . 
He does not wish thee the least harm, be sure. 
... If thou 'rt afraid, he wili go away. , . . 
He is very unhappy. . . . 



Who is it? 



M^LSANDE. 



ARREL. 



k 

^m w 

^H^ It is thy . . . thy husband. ... It is 

^Koiaud. . . . 

^V MiUSANDE. 

Golaud is here ? Why does he not come by 
me? 

GOLAUB {dragging himself toward the bed) . 

Melisande . . . Melisande. . . . 
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Do not lie so any more, at the moment of 

death ! 

MELISANDE. 

Who is dying? — Is it I? 

GOL*UD. 

Thou, thou ! and I, I loo, after thee ! . 
And we must have the tntlh. ... We must 
have the ttuth at last, dost thou understand? 
. . . Tell me all ! Tell me all I I forgive thee 
alll . . . 

MtLISANDE. 

Why am I going to die? — I did not know 



Thou knowest it now ! ... It is time t 
is time ! . ■ . Quick ! quick I . . . Tbc truth I 
the truth ! , . . 

m£:lisande. 

The truth ... the truth . , . 

GOLAUD. 

Where ait thou? — MfiUsande I — Where art 
thou ? — It is not natural ! Melisande ! Where 
art thou? — Where goest thou? [^Perceiving 
Arkel and the Physician at the door of the 
roam.'] — Yes, yes; you may come in. . . 
know nothing ; it is useless, ... It is too late ; 
she is already too fer away from ua. . . 
shall never know I ... I shall die here like a 
blind man ! . . , 
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ARKEL. 

What have you done ? Vou will kill her. 

GOLAUD, 

I have already killed her. . . . 

ARKEL. 

Melisande. . . . 

M^LISANCB. 

Is it you, grandfather? 

AKKEL. 

Yes, my daughter. . . . AMiat would you 
I' have me do? 

MtLISANDE. 

Is it true that the winter is beginning? . . . 

ARKEL. 

Why dost thou ask? 

M^USANDE. 

Because it is cold, and there are no more 
leaves. . . . 

ARKEL. 

Thou art cold? — Wilt thou have the windows 
f dosed? 

MtUSANDE. 

No, no, . . . not till the sun be at the bottom 
of the sea. — It sinks slowly ; then it is the 
L winter beginning? 
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ARKEL. 

Yes.— Thoa dost not like the winter? 

IfiUSANDE. 

Oh ! no. I am afraid of the cold.— I am so 
afraid of the great cold. • • • 



Dost thou feel better? 

BdXISANDE. 

Yes, yes; I have no longer all those 
qualms. • • • 

ARKEL. 

Wouldst thou see thy child? 

M^LISANDB. 

What child? 

ARKEL. 

Thy child. — Thou art a mother. . . . Thou 
hast brought a little daughter into the 
world. • • . 

BfiuSAMDE. 

Where is she? 



xiere* • • • 

If^USANDE. 

It is strange. ... I cannot lift my arms to 
take her. • • • 
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ARKEL. 

Because you are still very weak. ... I will 
hold her myself; look. . . . 

mIlisande. 
She does not laugh. . . . She is little. . . . 

ts going to weep too. ... I pity her. . . . 
[The room has been invaded, little by little, by 
the women servants of the castle, who range 
themselves in silence alone the walls and 
■nit] 
hi 
ei 



I 



GOLAUD {risii^ abruptly'). 
^What is the matter? — What are all these 
men coming here for? . . . 

THE PHYSICIAN. 

It ia the servants. . . . 

akkEl. 
Who was it called them? 



THE PHVSIOAN. 



WTjy do you come here? — No one has asked 
for you. . . . What come you here to do? — 
But what is it, then? — Answer me ! . . . 

\The servants make no answer. 



Do not speak too loud. . . . She is going to 
■lecp ; she has closed her eyes. . , , 
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GOIAUD. 

It is not • • • ? 

THE PHYSIOAM. 

No, no ; see, she breathes. • • • 

ARKEL. 

Her eyes are foil of tears. — It is her soul 
weeping now. . . . Why does she stretch her 
arms out so? — What would she? 

THE PHYSICIAN. 

It is toward the child, without doubt. • . • 
It is the struggle of motherhood against • . . 

GOLAUD. 

At this moment? — At this moment?— You 
must say. Say ! Say ! . . . 

THE PHYSICIAN. 

Perhaps. 

GOLAUD. 

At once? ... Oh! oh I I must tell her. 
... — Melisande ! Melisande ! • . • Leave 
me alone 1 leave me alone with her i • • • 

ARKEL. 

No, no; do not come near. • • • Trouble 
her not. . . . Speak no more to her. • • • You 
know not what the soul is. • • • 

GOLAUD. 

It is not my fault ! • • • It is not my fruit 1 
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^H Hush 1 . . . Hush ! . . . We must speak softly 
^B now. — She must not be disturbed. . . . The 
^^ human sou! is very silent. , . . The human sou! 
likes to depart alone. ... It suffers so timo- 
rously. . . . But the sadness, Golaud . . . the 
I sadness of all we see ! . . . Oh 1 oh 1 oh ! . . . 
[At this moment, all the servants fall sud- 
denly on tluir knees at the back of the 
chamber i^ 

ARKEL (turning'). 

What is the matter? 

THE PHYSICIAN [approaching the bed and feeling 
the body). 

They are right. . . . 

\A long silence. 

ARKEL. 

I saw nothing. — Are you sure ? . . . 

THE PHYSICIAN. 

Yes, yes. 



I beard nothing. . 
. . All at once ! . 
I word. . . . 



. . So quick, so quick ! 
. . She goes without a 



GOLAUD {sodding). 
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ARKEL. 

Do not stay here, Golaud. • • . She must 
have silence now. • • . Come, come. ... It 
is terrible, but it is not your fault. . • • T was 
a little being, so quiet, so fearful, and so silent. 
« . . Twas a poor little mysterious being, like 
everybody. . • • She lies there as if she were 
the big sister of her child. • • • Come, come. 
. . . My God! My God! • • . I shall never 
imderstand it at all. . . . Let us not stay here. 
— Come ; the child must not stay here in this 
room. . • • She must live now in her place. 
• •• It is the poor little one's turn. . . . 

[^Tkfy go out in silence. 
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T0 Mademoiselli Sara di Swart. 



Persons. 

IN THE GARDEN. 
The Old Man. 
The Stranger. 
Martha \ 
AND Mary, i ^^^^^^"^^^^^^Mman. 

A Peasant. 
The Crowd. 

IN THE HOUSE. 
The Father, \ 

The Mother, 

The Two Daughters, '' Silent characters. 
The Child, 



Home. 



[An old garden, planted with willows, At the 
back, a house in which thiee windows on the 
ground-floor are lighted. A family, silting 
up under the lamp, is seen rather distinctly. 
The father is seated by the fireside. The 
mother, one elbow on the table, is staring 
into si>ace. Two young girls, clad in white, 
embroider, dream, and smile in the quiet of 
the room. A child lies asleep with his head 
under the mother's left arm. Whenever one 
of ibem rises, walks, or makes a gesture, his 
movementg seem to be grave, slow, rare, 
and. as it were, spiritualized by the distance, 
the light, and the vague veil of the windows. 
' The old man and the stranger enter the 
garden cautiously.] 

THE OLD itAN. 

We arc in the part of the garden behind the 
house. They never come here. The doors are 
on the other side. — They are closed, and the 
shutters are up. But there are no shutters on 
this side, and I saw a light, . . . Yes ; ihey 
are sitting up still under the lamp. It is fortu- 
nate they have not heard us ; the mother or the 
young girls would have come out, perhaps, and 
then what should we have done ? . . . 



THE STRANGEK. 

What are we going to do? 

THE OLD MAN, 

I should like to see, first, if they are all in 
the room. Yes, I see the father sitting in the 
chimney-corner. He waits, with his hands on 
his knees ; . . . the mother is resting her elbow 
■on the taWe. 



She is looking at us. . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

No ; she does n't know where she is looking ; 
her eyes do not wink. She cannot see us ; we 
are in the shade of great trees. But do not go 
any nearer. . . . The two sisters of the dead 
girl are in the room too. They are embroider- 
ing sloivly ; and the little child is asleep. It is 
nine by the clock in the comer. . . , They 
suspect nothing, and they do not speak. 

THE STRANGER. 

If one could draw the father's attention, and 
make him some sign? He has turned his head 
this way. Would you like me to knock at one 
of the windows? One of them ought to be told 
before the others. . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

don't know which one to choose. . . . We 
must take great precautions. . , . The father is 
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old and ailing. ... So is the mother ; and the 
sisters are too young, . . . And they al! loved 
her with such love as will never be again. ... 
I never saw a happier household, . , . No, no, ' 
do not go near the window; that would be 
worse than anything else, ... It is belter to 
announce it as simply as possible, — as if it were 
an ordinary event, — and not to look too sad j 
for otherwise their grief will wish to be greater 
than yours and will know of nothing more that 
it can do. . . . Let us go on the other side of 
the garden. We will knock at the door and go 
in as if nothing had happened. I will go in 
first ; they will not be surprised to see me ; I 
come sometimes in the evening, to bring them 
flowers or fruit, and pass a few hours with them. 

THE STRANGER. 

• Why must I go with you ? Go alone ; I will 
tait till I am called. . , . They have never 
sen me. ... I am only a passer-by ; I am a 



THE OLD MAN. 

It is better not to be alone. A sorrow that 
one does not bring alone is not so unmixed nor 
so heavy, ... 1 was thinking of that as we 
were coming here. ... If I go in alone, I 
shall have to be speaking from the first minute ; 
in a few words they will know everything, and I 
shall have nothing more to say ; and I am 
afraid of the silence following the last words 
that announce a woe. ... It is then the heart 
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b rest. ... If ire go in together, I shaD 
tell tfaem, foi example, after going a loag 
way about, " Stie was found so. . . . Sbe was 
fioadsg ID the river, and hei hands were 
clasped," . . , 

TUe STRANGER. 

Her hands were not clasped ; her arms i 
hanging down along her body. 

THE OLD MAN. 

You see, one speaks in spite of oneself. , 
And the sorrow is lost in the details ; . . . bafc 
otherwise, if I go in alone, at the first words, 
knowing them as 1 do, it would be dreadful, and 
God knows what might happen. . . . But if we 
speak in turn, they will listen to us and not 
think to look the ill news in the face. ~ 

not forget the mother will be there, and that her 
life hangs by a thread, ... It is good that the 
jiist wave break on some unnecessary words. 
. . . There should be a little talking around 
the unhappy, and they should have people 
about them. . . . The most indifferent bear un- 
wittingly a part of the grief. ... So, without 
noise or effort, it divides, like air or light. 

THE STRANGER. 

Your clothes are wet through ; 
dripping on the flagstones. 

THE OLD MAN. 

It is only the bottom of my cloak that dippo 
in the water. — You seem to be cold. 



they 
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cbest is covered with earth, ... I did not 
I notice it on the road on account of the 
[ daikness. . . . 

THE STRANGER, 

I went into the water up to ray waist. 

THE OLD MAN. 

Was it long after you found her when I 

THE STRANGER. 

A few minutes, barely. I was going toward 
the village j it was already late, and the bank 
was getting dark. I was walking with my eyes 
fixed on the river because it was lighter than 
the road, when I saw something strange a step 
or two from a clump of reeds. ... I drew 
near and made out her hair, which had risen 
almost in a circle above her head, and whirled 
round, so, in the current. 

[In the room, the two young e jrls turn their 
heads toward the wind ow.'] 

THE OLD MAN. 

? sisters' hair quiver on 



Cid you..see. Jte- 
their shoulders? 



THE STRANGER. 



They turned their heads this way. 



■ .They 



si mply turned their heads. Perhaps 1 spoke 
topjflud. [7^f two young giris resume their 
former position^ But they are already looking 
no longer. ... I went into the water up to my 



waist and I was able to take her by the hand 
and puil her without effort to the shore. . . . 
She was as beautiful as her sisters are. 



She was perhaps more beautiful. . 
not Itnow why I have lost all courage. 



What courage are you talking of ? We have 
done all man could do, . . . She was dead 
more than an hoar ago. . . , 

THE OIJ> MAN. 

She was alive this morning ! . . . I met her 
coming out of church. . . . She told me she 
was going away ; she was going to see her 
grandmother on the other side of the river 
where you found her, . . . She did not know 
when I should see her again. . . . She must 
have been on the point of asking me something ; 
then she dared not and left me abruptly. But 
1 think of it now, , . , And I saw nothing 1 
. . . She smiled as they smile who choose to 
be silent, or who are afraid they will not be 
understood. . . . She seemed hardly to hope, 
. . . Her eyes were not clear and hardly looked 
at me. . . . 

THE STRANGER. 

Some peasants told me they had seen her 
wandering on the river-bank until nightfall, , . . 
They thought she was looking for flowers, . . . 
It may be that her death . . . 



■ w. 



THE OLD MAN. 



We cannot tell. . , , What is there we can 
tell? . . . She was perhaps of those who do 
not wish to speak, and every one of us bears in 
himself more than one reason for no longer 
living. . . . We cannot se e in the soul as w e I 

e in_th at toom ^ T hey are all like tl^. 



They onl y s a y trite things ; and no one suspects I 
aught. . . . You live for months by some one ' 
who is no longer of this world and whose soul 
can bend no longsr; you answer without think- 
ing ; and you see what happens. , , . They 
l ook like m otionless dolls, and, qh( the events ' 
til at take place _jn3HeTr_ souls ! . . . They do 
not k now the mselves what thej' are. . 7 . She 
would have lived as the rest live. . . . She 
would have said up to her death ; '' Monsieur, 
Madame, we shall have rain this morning," or 
else, " We are going to breakfast ; we shall be 
thirteen at table," or else : " The fruits ate not 
yet ripe." They speak with a smile of the 
flowers that have fallen, and weep in the dark. 
, . . An ange! even would not see what should 
be seen ; and man only understands when it is 
too late. . . . Yesterday evening she was there, 
under the lamp like her sisters, and you wouUi 
not see them as they should be seen, if this had 
not occurred. ... I seem to see her now for 
. the first time. . . . Something nmst be added to It 
(co mmon h f e bef o re'we can unders t and it. . . Tl 
They arc beside you day and night, and you 
perceive them only at the moment when they 
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, depart forever. . . . And yel the strange littls 
soul she must have had; the poor, naiVe, 
exhausttess little soul she had, my son, if she 
said what she must have said, if she did what 
she must have done ! . . . 

THE STRANGER. 

Just now they are smiling in silence in the, 
room. ... 

THE OLD MAN. 



They are at peace, 
pect her to-night. . . . 



. They did not ex- 



THE STRANGER. 



They smile without stirring ; . . . ani 
father is putting his finger on his lips. , 



THE OLD MAN. 



He is calling attention to the child asleep on 
its mother's heart. . . . 



THE STRANGER. 

She dares not raise her eyes lest she disturb 



They are no longer working. . 
silence reigns. . . . 



THE STRANGER. 

They have let fall the skein of white silk. . . 
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I THE OLD HAH. 

They aie watching the child. , . , 

THE SnUNGER. 

They do Dot know that others are watching 
them. . . . 

»THE OLD MAH. 
We are watched too. . . . 



THE SntANCER. 

They have lifted their eyes. . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

And yet they con see nothing. . . . 
THE SntAMGER. 

and yet nobody knows 



They seem happy 
what may be — . . . 

THE OLD HAN. 

They think themselves in safety, . . . They 
have shut the doors; and the windows have 
iron bars. . . . They have mended the walls of 
the old house ; they have put bolts upon the 
oaken doois. . . . They have foreseen all that 
could be foreseen. . . , 

THE STRANGER. 

We must end by telling them. . . . Some 
one might come and let them know abruptly. 
. . . There was a crowd of peasants in the 
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meadow wheie the dead girl was found. . 
If one of them knocked at the door . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

Martha and Mary are beside the poor dead 
child. The peasants were to make a litter of 
leaves ; and I told the elder to come warn uS 
in all haste, the moment ihey began their 
march. Let us wait till she comes ; she will go 
in with me. . . . We should not have looked 
on them so. ... I thought it would be only to 
knock npon the door ; to go in simply, find i. 
phrase or two, and tell, , . . But I have seeo 
them live too long under their lamp, . . 

Enter Mary. 

MARY. 

They are coming, grandfather. 

THE OLD MAM. 

Is it you? — Where are they? 

tIARV. 

Th^ are at the foot of the last hills. 

THE OLD MAN. 

They will come in silence ? 



I told them to piay in a low voice. Marthf 
s with them. , , , 
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THE OLD MAN. 

Are they many? 

MARY. 

[ The whole village is about the bearers. 

They had brought lights. I told them to put 

I out. . . . 

THE OLD JLm. 

Which way are they coming? 

MAKV. 

They are coming by the footpaths. They 
e walking slowly. . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

It is time. . . . 

^LUlY. 

You have told them, grandfather? 

THE OLD MAN. 

You see plainly we have told them nothing. . . . 
■e waiting still under the lamp. ... LooIe, 
ipy child, look I Vou will see something of 



' Oh, how at peace they seem t 
r would say I saw them in a dream. 



THE STRANGER. 

re, I saw bo th sist ers give a start. . 
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THE OLD MAN. 

They are getting up. . . . 

THE STRANGER. 

1 think they are coming to the windows. 

[At this moment, one or the two sisters of whom 
they speak draws near the lirst window, th( 
other near the third, and, pressing their 
hands at the same time gainst the panes, 
look a lon^ while into the darkness.] 

THE OLD MAN. 

Ho one comes to the window in the 
middle. . . . 

iiARY. 

They are looking. . . . They are listeiiing. . 

THE OLD MAN. 

The elder smiles at what she does not see. 



And the o±er has eyes fiill of fearfiilness. , 



THE OLD MAN. 



Take_carej we dq^not^ow how far the soul 
extends about men. . . . 

^A long silence, Marv eowers againsX 
the old man's l/reasl and kisses him.1 
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THE OLD MAN. 

Do not weep, my child. ... We shall have 
our turn. . . . 

[^A siience. 

THE STRANGER. 

They are looking a long while, . . . 



Thex_i night look a hundred thousand years 

antf^^iperceive~anyEhmgj^pie poor little_sis- 

ftrs. . . . The night is" too dark. . . . They are 

looking this way ; and it is from that way the 

^^oisfortuiie is coming. . . . 



THE STRANGER. 

^ It b fortunate they look this way. ... I do 
" "aot know what that is coming toward us, over 
by the meadows. 

MARV. 

I think it is the crowd. . , , They are so far 
■y you can hardly make them out. , . . 



I^nra: 



THE STRANGER. 

They follow the undulations of the path. . . . 
Now they appear again on a hillside in the 
moonhght. . . 

MARY, 

Oh, how many they seem ! , , . They had 
already run up from the suburbs of the city 
when I came. . . . They are going a long way 




THE OLD UAN. 

They will come in spite of all : I see them 
too. . . . They ar« on the march across the 
meadow lands. . . . They seem so small you hardly 
make them out among the grasses. . , . They 
look like children playing in the moonlight ; 
if the girls should see them, they would not 
understand. ... In vain they turn their backs ; 
those yonder draw near with every step they 
take, and the sorrow has been growing these 
two hours already. They cannot hinder it from 
growing ; and they that bear it there no longer 
can arrest it. . . . It is their master too, and they 
must serve it. . . . It has its end and follows it& 
own road. ... It is unwearying and has but one 
idea. . . . Needs must they lend their strength. 
They are sad, but they come. . . . They have 
pity, but they must go forward. . , . 

MARY. 

The elder smiles no longer, grandfather. 

THE STRANCTS. 

They leave the windows, . . . 

MARY. 

They kiss their mother. . . . 

TEE STRANGER. 

The elder has caressed the curls of the child 
without waking him. . . . 



MARV. 

Oh I the father wants to be kissed too. . . . 

THE STRANGER. 

And now iiience. . . . 

MARV, 

They come back beside the mother. . . 

THE STRANGER. 

And the father follows the great pendulum of 
Qie clock with his eyes. . . . 



I 



You would say they were praying without 
Icnowing what they did. . . . 



You would sa y that they werelistening to their 
lUls. . . . 

[A siience, 

MARY. 

Grandfather, don't tell them to-night I . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

You see, you too lose courage. ... I knew well 
that we must not look. I am nearly eighty-threei 
years old, and this is the. firat time the sight of life| 
has struck nie, 1 do not know why everything 
they"gp seems sojlrange and grave to me. . . . 
They wail for night quite simply, under their 
lamp, as we might have been waiting under ours; 
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2iid yet I seem to see tbem torn the height of 
aDotfaer world, because I know a little truth 
rwhich they do not know yet, ... Is it that, my 

(children? Tell me, then, why yon are pale, 
too? Is there something else, perhaps, that 
cannot be told and causes us to weep? I did 
not know there was anything so sad in hfe, nor 
that it frightened those who looked upon it . . . 
And nothing can have occmred that I should be 
afraid to see them so at peace. . . . They have 

\ 100 much confidence in this world. . . . There 
ihey are, separated imm the ^nemY_by_a_poor, 
mndow, , ."niiey iKinS^nothing will happen 
because they have shut the door, and do not 

. know that 5om£ltiing-is-ati3ys happening in ou; 

I soals, and that the world does not end at the 
doois of our houses. . . . They are so sure of 
their little life and do iK)t suspect how maoy^ 
others know more of it than they ; and that l, 
poor old man, — I hold here, two steps from their 
door, aQ their little happiness, like a sick bird, 
;' in my old hands I do not dare to open. . . . 

Have pity, grandfather. . . . 

THE OLD MAN. 

We have pity on them, my child, but no o 
has pity on us. . . . 

MAKY. 

TcD them to.morrow, grandfather; tell them' 
wheaitisbghL . . . They will not be so sorrow 



r 

^H Perhaps ) 
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Perhaps you are right, ray child. ... It would 
be better to leave all this in the night. And the 
light is sweet to sorrow. . . . But what would they 
say to us to-morrow? Misfortune renders 
jealous ; they whom it strikes, wish to be told 
before strangers ; they do not like to have it left 
in the hands of those they do not know. , . , We 
should look as if wc had stolen something. . . . 

THE STRANGER. 

There is no more time, besides ; I hear the 
murmui of prayers already. . . . 



There they are. . . . They are passing behind 
the hedges. . . . 

Enter Martha, 



Here I am. 1 have brought them this far. I 
have told Ibem to wait on the road. \Cries of 
(hildrtn heard.'] Ah ! the children are crying 
again, ... I forbade their coming. . . . But 
they wanted to see too, and the mothers would 
not obey. ... I will go tell them. ... No ; 
they are silent. — Is everything ready? — I have 
brought the little ring that was found on her. 
... I have some fruit, too, for the child. , . . 
I laid her out myself on the litter. She looks 
as if she were asleep, ... I had a good deal 
of trouble j her hair would not obey. ... I 
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had some raajguerites plucked. . 
there were no other flowers. . . . What are 
doing here? Why are you not by them? 
[^SAe looks at the wind<nfs!\ They do not weep ? 
. . . They . . . you have not told them ? 

THE OLD MAN. 

Martha, Marth a, there js too ^miich. . Jifc. in 
y our soul ; 'you cannot miderstand. . . . 

StABTHA. 

Why should I not understand ? . . . \Aftef a 
silence and in a tone of very grave reproach^ 
You cannot have done that, grandfather, . . . 

THE OLD ^L*N, 

Martha, you do not know. , . . 

MARTHA. 

/ will tell them. 

THE OLD MAN. 

Stay here, my child, and look at them a 
moment. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, how unhappy they are ! . . . They can 
irait no longer. 



THE OLD MAN. 



Why? 



I do not know; 



, it is no longer possi- 



Come here, my child, . . . 

MARTHA. 

How patient they are ! 

THE OLD MAN. 

Come here, my child. . . , 



[75/rB(«f.] Where are you, grandfather? I 
I am so unhappy I cannot see you any more. 
. I do not know what to do myself any 

THE OLD MAN. 

Do not look at them any more ; till they 
know all. . . . 

MARTHA. 

I will go in with yon. . , , 

THE OLD MAN. 

No, Martha, stay here. ... Sit beside your 
' sister, on this old stone bench, against the wail 
' of the house, and do not look. . . . You are 
100 young; you never could forget. . . . You 
cannot know what a face is like at the moment 
when death passes before its eyes. . , . There 
will be cries, perhaps. ... Do not turn round. 
. . . Perhaps there will be nothing. . . . Above 
ail, do not turn if yon hear nothing. . . . One 
does not know the course of grief beforehand. 
. A few little deep-rooted sobs, and that is all. 
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usnatly. ... I do not know myself what I may 
do when I shall hear them. . . . That belongs 
no longer to this life. , . . Kiss me, my child, 
before I go away. . . . 

[The murmur of praven has gradually diawn 
nearer. Part of the crowd invades Ihc 
garden. Dull steps heftrd, nuuiing, and low 
voices apeaking,] 

THE STRANGER (11? Ike crOwd) . 

Stay here ; ... do not go near the windows. 
, . . Where is she ? ■ . . 

A PEASANT. 

Who? 

THE STRANGER. 

The rest . . . the bearers? . . . 

THE PEASANT. 

They are coming by the walk that leads to 
the door, 

[The old man goes away. Martha and Mary 
are seated on the bench, with their backs 
turned to the windows. Murmurs in tbe 

THE STRANGER.- 

S — t ! . . . Do not speak. 

[7%^ e//ier of the two siilers rises and gees 
to bolt the door. . . .] 



[ She opens it? 



THE STRANGER. 

On the contrary, she is shutting it. 

[A silence. 

MARTHA. 

Grandfather has not entered? 

THE STRANGER. 

No. . . . She returns and sits down by her 
mother. . . - The others do not stir, and the 
child sleeps all the time. . . . 

\A silence. 

UARTHA. 

Sister, give me your hands. . . . 

MASY. 
Martha 1 . , . 

\7^ey embrace andpve eack e&er a kiss. 

THE STRANGER. 

He must have knocked. . . . They have all 
raised their beads at the same time ; . ■ . they 
look at each other. . . . 

MARTHA. 

Oh ! oh I my poor little sister ! . . , I shall 
ciy too ! , . . 

\She sl^es her sobs on her sister's shoulder. 

THE STRANGER. 

He ra«st be knocking again. . . . The father 
', looks at the clock. He rises. 



Sister, sister, I want to go in too. . 
cannot be alone any longer. . . . 



. They 



Martha ! Martha ! . 



[_SAe holdi her back. 



THE 

The father is at the door. ... He draws the 
bolts. ... He opens the door prudently. . . . 



Oh ! ■ . . you do not see the , . 

THE STRANGER. 

What? 

MARTHA. 



THE STRANGER, 

He hardly opens it. ... I can only g 
corner of the lawn ; and the fountain, . . . He J 
does not let go the door ; ... he steps back, | 
... He looks as if he were saying : " Ah, it 's | 
you ! " . . . He raises his arms. . . . He shuts I 
the door again carefully, , . . Your grandfather I 
e into the room. . . . 
[The crowd has drawn nearer the win 
Martha and Mary half rise at first, then draw I 
near also, clasping each other tightly. The I 
een advancing into the 
ers of tiie dead girl riat 



1 such a way that from without 
the little one may be seen asleep, with hia 
head hanging a little to one aide, in the 
centre of the room. The mother advances 
to meet the old man and extends her hand to 
him, but draws it back before he has had 
time to take it. One oE the young girls 
offers to lake off the visitor's cloak and the 
other brings forwatd » chair for bim; but 
the old man makes a slight gesture of re- 
fusal. The father smiles with a surprised 
look. The old man looks toward the 
windows. 

THE STRANGER. 

He dares not tell them. ... He has looked 
it U9. . . . 

\Rumors in the crowd. 

THE STRANGER. 

. . t! . . . 

[The old man, seeing their (aces at the win- 
dows, has quickly turned his eyes away. As 
one of the young gitls continues to offer him 
ihe same armchair, he ends by silting down 
and passes his right hand across hia forehead 
several times.] 



He sits down. . . . 

[The other people in (he room ait down also, 

while the father talks volubly. At last the 

nan opens his mouth, and ihe tone of his 

But the 



3 him. The old man begina 

,, j,_.... and little by little the others 

Duic motionless. All at onre, the mother 
IS and rises 1 



J90 



MARTHA. 



Oh 1 the mother is going to understand ! . . . 
[She tums away and hides her face in her 
hands. New nmrmurs in Che crowd. They 
elbow each other. Children cry to be lifted 
up, ao that they may see loo. Most of the 
tnotbers obey.] 

THE STEANGER. 

S . . . 1 1 . . . He has not told them yet. . . . 
[The mother is seen Co question the old man 
in anguish. He says a few words more; 
then ^ruptly all the rest rise too and seem 
to question him. He makes a slow sign of 
affirmation with his head.] 

THE STEANGER, 

He has told them. ... He has told them 
aH at once 1 . . . 

VOICES IN THE CROWD. 

He has told them ! ... He has told 

Iheml . . . 

THE STRANGER. 

You hear nothing. . . . 

[The old man rises too, and, without tarning, 
points with his finger to the door behind hini. 
The molhec, Che father, and the iwo young 
girls throw themselves on this door, which 
the father cannot at once succeed in open- 
ing. The old man tries to prevent the 
mother from going out. 

VOICES IN THE CROWD. 

They are going out I They are going 
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exception of the stranger, who remsdns at 
the windows. In the room, both sides of the 
folding-^oor at last open ; all go out at the 
same time. Beyond can be seen a starry 
sky, the lawn and the fountain in the moon- 
light, while in the middle of the abandoned 
room the child continues to sleep peacefully 
in the armchair. — SUence.] 

THE STRANGER. 

The child has not waked 1 • • • 

[Ife goes out also. 



[Curtain.] 



The Death of Tintagiles. 



To A. F. Lugni-P^i. 
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Persons. 

TiNTAGILES. 

Ygraine, ) 

BellangAre, 5 '^^''' ^/ TintagiUs. 

Aglovale. 

Three Servants of the Queen. 



"tlie Death of TintagUes. 



At Oie top of a hill, overlooking the castle. 
Enter Ygbaine, holding Tdttagiles by the hand. 



Thy first night will be troubled, Tintagiles. 
Already the sea howls about us ; and the trees 
are moaning. It is late. The moon is just 
setting behind the poplars that stifle the palace. 
. . . We are alone, perhaps, for all that here 
we have to live on guard. There seems to be 
a watch set foi the approach of the slightest 
happiness. I said to myself one day, in the 
Very depths of my soul, — and God himself could 
hardly hear it, — I said to myself one day I 
should be happy. . . . There needed nothing 
further ; in a little while our old father died, 
and both our brothers vanished without a single 
human being able since to tell us where they 
S-re, Now I am all alone, with my poor sister 
^pjd thee, my little Tintagiles ; and I have no 
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faith i> die fattae. . . . Come here ; sit on my 
kaee. Kiss me fiist ; and pat tfay little aims, 
there, aD the way aioond my neck ; . . . pet- 
haps ibey win not be able to tmdo them. . . . 
Reracmberest tboa the time when it was I that 
cairied thee at night when bedtime came ; and 
when tboa feaiedst the shadows of my lamp in 
the long irindowless corridors? — I feit my soul 
tremble upon my lips when I saw thee, sud- 
denly, this morning. ... I thoaghl thee so far 
away, and so secure. . . . Who was it made 
thee come here? 

TINXAGILEE. 

I do not know, little nster. 



Thou dost not know any longer what was 
■aid? 

TINTAGILES. 

They said I had to leave. 

YGKAINE. 

But why hadst thou to leave ? 

TINTAGILES. 

Because it was the Queen's wilL 



They did not say why it was her will? — I a 
sore they said many things. . . . 
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TINTAGIUES. 

1 heard nothing, little sister. 

YGRAINE, 

When they spoke among themselves, what 
I did they say? 

TINTAGILES. 

They spoke in a low voice, little sister. 
All the time? 

TINTAGILES. 

All the time, sister Ygraine ; except when 
they looked at me. 

YGRAINE. 

They did not speak of the Queen? 

TINTAGILES. 

They said she was never seen, sister Ygraine. 

YGRAINE. 

And those who were with thee, on the bridge 
of the ship, said nothing? 



They minded nothing but the wind and the 
sails, sister Ygraine. 



Ah I . . . That does not astonish mc, my 
I child. . . . 
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TINTAGILES. 

They left me al! alone, littic sister. 

YGRABre. 

Listen, Tintagiles, I will tell thee what I 
know. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

What da** thou know, sister Ygraine? 



Not much, my child. . . . My sister and I 
have crept along here, since our birth, without 
daring to understand a whit of all that happens. 
. . . For a long while indeed, I lived like a 
blind woman on this island ; and it all seemed 
natural to me. ... I saw no other events than 
the flying of a bird, the trembling of a leaf, the 
opening of a rose. . . . There reigned such a 
silence that the falling of a ripe &uit in the 
park called faces to the windows. . . , And no 
one seemed to have the least suspicion ; . ■ . 
but one night I learned there must be some- 
thing else. ... I would have fled, and could 
not. . , . Hast thou understood what I have 
said? 

TINTAGILES. 

Yes, yes, little sister ; I understand whatever 
you will. . . . 

VGRAitn:. 

Well, then, let U3 speak no more of things 
that arc not known. . . . Thou seest yonder. 



I 
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behind the dead trees that poison the horizon, 
— thou seest the castle yonder, in the depth 
of the valley ? 



That which is so black, sister Ygraine? 



It is black indeed. ... It is at the very 

depth of an amphitheatre of shadows. . . . We 
have to live there. ■ . . It might have been 
built on the summit of the great mountains that 
surround it, . . . The mountains are blue all 
day. , . , We should have breathed. We 
should have seen the sea and the meadows on 
the other side of the rocks. . . . But they pre- 
ferred to put it in the depth of the valley ; and 
the very air does not go down so low. ... It 
is failing in ruins, and nobody bewares, . . . 
The walls are cracking ; you would say it was 
dissolving in the shadows. . . . There is only 
one tower unassaiied by the weather. ... It is 
enormous ; and the house never comes out of 
its shadow. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

There is something shining, sister Ygraine. 
. . See, see, the great red windows ! . . . 



I They are those of the tower, Tintagiles: thejr 
! the only ones where you will see light ; it 
It there the throne of the Queen is set. 
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TCTAGILES. 

I shall not see the Queen? 

VGRAINE. 

No one can see her. . . . 

TINTACn-ES. 

Why can't one see her? 

VGRAINE. 



2 



TINTAGILES. 

There is no grass, little sister. . , , [_A siletice.'\ 
—What does the Queen do? 



No one knows, my child. She does not 
show herself. , . . She lives there, all alone in 
her tower; and they that serve her do not go 
out by day. . . . She is very old ; she is the 
mother of our mother; and she would reign 
alone. . . . She is jealous and suspicious, and 
they say that she is mad. . . . She fears lest 
some one rise into her place ; and it was doubt- 
less because of that fear that she had thee 
brought hither. . ■ . Her orders are carried 
out no one knows how. . . . She never comes 
down ; and all the doors of the tower ; 
closed night and day. ... I never caught a 
glimpse of her; but others have seen her, it 
seems, in the past, when she was young, . . 
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TINTACILES. 



Is she very ugly, sister Ygraine? 



^P growing huge. . . . But they that have seen 
her dare never speak of it. . . . Who knows, 
indeed, if they have seen her? . . , She has a 
power not to be understood ; and we live here 
with a great unpitying weight upon our souls. 
. , . Thou must not be frightened beyond 
measure, nor have bad dreams ; we shall watch 
over thee, roy little Tintagiles, and no evil will 
be able to reach thee ; but do not go far from 
me, your sister BeUang&re, nor our old master 
Agio vale. , . . 

TINTAGILES. 



t 



Not from Aglovale either, sister Ygraine? 



Not from Aglovale either. 



TINTAGILES. 

He is so old, little sister I 



He is old, but very wise. . . . He is the only 

friend we have left ; and he knows many things. 

• . . It is strange ; she has made thee come 

„ hither without letting any one know. ... 1 do 

lot know what there is in my heart. ... I was 
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sorry and glad to know thou weit so far away, 
beyond the sea. . . . And now ... I was 
astonished. ... I went out this morning to see 
if the sun was rising over the mountains ; and it 
is thou I see upon the threshold. ... I knew 
thee at once. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

No, no, little sister; it was I that laughed 
first. . . . 



I could not laugh at once. . . . Thou wilt 
understand. ... It is time, Tintagilesj and the 
wind is growing black upon the sea. . . . Kiss 
me Iiarder, again, again, before thou siand'st 
upright. . . . Thou knowest not how we love. 
. . . Give me thy little hand. ... I shall 
guard it well ; and we will go back into the 
siclcening castle. 

[^Exeunt. 



ACT SECOND. 



An afartuKttt in the caiSe. Aglovale and 
YoiAiNE discovered. 



Enter BELLANciRE. 

BELLANG^RE. 

Where iaTintagiles? 



Here ; do not speak too loud. He sleeps in 
the other room. He seems a little pale, a little 
ailing too. He was tired by the journey and 
the long sea-voyage. Or else the atmosphere 
of the castle has startled his little soul. He 
cried for no cause. I rocked him to sleep on 
my knees ; come, see. . . . He sleeps in our 
bed, . . . He sleeps very gravely, with one 
hand on his forehead, like a little sad king. . . . 

BELLANGfeRE {bursting suddeiUy inA) ^ars). 
My sister I my sister ! ... my poor sister t . . . 

YGRAIKE. 

What is the matter? 
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I dare imX say what I know, . . . and I an 
not sure that I know ai^tlnng, . . . and yet I 
heard that wiacb one coold not beai. . . . 



What didst tboa bear? 



I was passing near the cotridois of the 
tower. . . . 

VGKAINK. 

Ahl . . . 

BELUNGtRE. 

A door there was ajar. I pushed it vety 
softly. ... I went in. . . . 



BELUNGtRE. 

I had never seen the place. . . . There were 
other corridoiB lighted with lamps ; then low 
galleries that had no outlet. ... I knew it was 
forbidden to go on. ... I was afraid, and I' 
was going to return upon my steps, when 1 
heard a sound of voices one could hardly 
hear. . . . 



It tnust have been the handmaids of the 
Queen ; they dwell at the foot of the tower. 
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BELLANOiRE. 



^V I do not know just what it was. . . . There 
must have been more than one door between 
us ; and the voices came to me like the voice 
of some one who was being smothered. ... I 
drew as near as I could. ... I am not sure of 
anything, but 1 think they spoke of a child that 
came lo-day and of a crown of gold, . . . They 
seemed to be laughing. . . , 

VCRAINE, 

They laughed? 

BELLANGtRE. 

Yes, I think they laughed , . . unless they 
were weeping, or unless it was something I did 
not understand ; for it was hard to hear, and their 
voices were sweet, . . , They seemed to echo 
in a crowd under the arches. ■ . ■ They spoke 
of the child the Queen would see. , . . They 
will probably come up this evening. . 



I 



Fhis evenmgP . 

BELLANOkRE, 



They spolte no one's name ? 

BELLANG^RE. 

They spoke of a child, of a very little 
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YORAam. 
There is qo other child. . , 



They raised their voices a little at that 
moment, because one of them had said the day 
seemed not yet come, . . . 



1 know what that means ; it is not the first 
time they have issued from the tower. . . 
knew well why she made him come ; . . . but I 
could not believe she would hasten so 1 
We shall sec ; , . . we are three, and we have 
time. . . . 

BELLANCfcRE. 

What wilt thou do? 



I do not know yet what I shall do, but I 
will astonish her. ... Do you know how yoa 
tremble? ... I will tell you. . . . 

BELUNStltEi 

What? 

YGRADIE. 

She shall not take him without trouble. 



BELLANCkRE. 

We are alone, sister Ygiaiae. 



r 
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Ah ! it is true, we are a)one I . . . There is 
but one remedy, the one with which we have 
always succeeded ! . . . Let us wait upon oui 
knees as the other times, . . . Perhaps she will 
have pity ! . . . She allows herself to be dis- 
armed by tears, . . . We must grant her all she 
asks us ; haply she will smile ; and she is wont 
to spare all those who kneel. . . . She has been 
there for years in her huge tower, devouring our 
beloved, and none, not one, has dared to strike 
her in the face. , . . She is there, upon our 
souls, like the stone of a tomb, and no one dare 
put forth his arm. ... In the time when there 
were men here, they feared too, and fell upon 
their faces, . . . To-day it is the woman's turn ; 
. . . we shall see. . . . It is time to rise at last. 
. ■ . We know not upon what her power rests, 
and I will live no longer in the shadow of her 
tower. . . . Go, — go, both of you, and leave me 
more alone still, if you tremble too. ... I 
shaU await her. . . . 

BELLANG^RE. 

Sister, I do not know what must be done, but 
I stay with thee, ... 



I too stay, my daughter. For a long time 
my soul has been restless. . . . You are going to 
try, , . . We have tried more than once. . . . 
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rCRAINC. 

Voa have tiied . . . you too? 

MjLOVALX. 

They have all tried. . . . But at the last momei 
they have lost their strength. . . . You will set 
you too. . , . Should she order me to come ix_ 
to her this veiy night, I should clasp both m; 
hands without a word ; aad my tired feet wouli 
climb the stair, without delay and without hastcy 
well as I know no one comes down again witn 
open eyes, ■ . , I have no more courage agaiosC 
her. . . . Our hands are of no use and reach ito 
one. . . . They are not the hands we need, and 
all is useless. . . , But I would help you, 1 
cause you hope. . . . Shut the doors, my ehiW 
Wake Tintagiles ; encircle him with your littl( 
naked arms and take him on your knees. . . 
We have no other defence. . . . 



ACT THIRD. 
^2%e same, Vgratne and AGi/yv/iLt discevered. 

YGRAINE. 

I have been to all the doors. There are three. 
We will guard the latest. . . . Theothertwo are 
thick and low. They never open. Their keys 
were lost long ago, and the iron bars are bedded 
fast in the walls. Help me shut this ; it is 
heavierthan thegate of a city. . . . It is strong, 
too, and the thunder itself could not enter. , , 
kAre you ready for everything? 

■ AGLOVALE {seating himself on the threshold) . 

I shall sit on the steps of the threshold, with 
the sword on my knees. . . . Methinks it is not 
the first time 1 have watched and waited here, 
my child ; and there are moments when we do 
not understand all we remember. ... I have 
done these things, I know not when ; . . . but 
I never dared draw my sword. . . . To-day it 
is there, before me, although my arms have no 
more strength ; but I will try. . . . Perhaps it is 
time to defend ourselves, although we do not 
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BELLANGtRE, Carrying Tintagiles, enters fro» 
the adjoining room. 

BELLANGtRE. 

He was awake. . . . 

YGRAINE. 

He is pale, . . . Why, what is the matter? 

BELLANGtRE. 

I do not know. ... He was crying silently. . , 

VGRAINE. 

Tintagiles. . . . 

BELLANGtRE. 

He looks the other way. . . . 

YGRAINE. 

He does not recognize me. . . . Tintagiles, 
where art thou ? — It is thy sister speaking 
thee. . . . What lookest thou at there? — Turn 
back this way. ■ . . Come, we will play. 

■nUTAGILES. 

No. . . . No. . . . 

YGRAINE. 

Thou wouldst not play? 

TINTAGILES. 

I can no longer walk, sister Ygraine. 
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Jf Thou canst no longer walk? . . . Come, come, 
what ails thee ? — Art thou m pain alittle?... 

TDiTAOlLES. 

Yes. . . . 



^ 



Where is the pain, then ? — Tell me, Tintagiles, 
and I will cure thee. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

[ can't tell, sister Ygraine, it is everywhere. . . . 

VGRAINE. 

Come here, Tintagiles. . . . Thou knowest 
my arms are gentler, and one is cured quickly 
there. . . . Give him to me, Bellangfere. , . . He 
shall sit on my knees, and it will go away. . . . 
There, thou seest how it is ! . . . Thy great sisters 
are here. . . . They are about thee; . . .we will 
defend thee, and no harm can come. . . . 



■ oei 

r 



TINTAGILES. 



It is there, sister Ygraine. 
light, sister Ygraine 7 



VGRAWE. 



There is, my child. . . . Thou dost not see the 
lamp that hangs down from the vault? 



TINTAGILES. 



Yes, yes. ... It is not big. . . . There are 
D others? 
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Why should there be others? We cod see all 
we need see. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

Ahl . . . 

YGRAIMB. 

Oh, thine eyes are deep ! . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

Thine too, sister Vgraine. . . . 

VGRAINE. 

I had not noticed it this morning. ... I saw 
arise . . . one never knovrs just what the soul 
believes it sees. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

I have not seen the soul, sister Ygraine. . . . 
Why is Aglovale there on the threshold? 



He is resting a little. ... He wanted to kiss 
thee before he went to bed. ... He was wait- 
ing for thee to wake. ■ . . 

TINTAGILES. 

What is that on his Icnees? 

YGRAINE. 

On his knees ? I see nothing on his kneei. ... 
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ITDJTAGILES. 
Ves, yes, there is something. . . . 
AGLOVALE. 
Nothing much, my child. ... I was looking 
■t my old sword ; and I hardly recognized it. . . . 
It has served me many years ; but for some time 
I have lost all faith in it, and I think it will soon 
break. . . . There, by the hilt, there is a little 
spot. ... I have observed the steel was growing, 
paler, and I asked myself ... I know not any- 
longer what I asked. . . . My sou! is very heavy- 
to-day. . . . How can it be helped ? . . . We have' 
to live in expectation of the unexpected. . . . 
And then we have to act as if we hoped. . . . 
There are those heavy evenings when the usc- 
lessness of life rises in the throat ; and you 
would like to close your eyes. ... It is late, and 
I am tired. . . . 



I 



TINTAGILES. 

He is wounded, sister Ygraine. 



On the forehead and the hands. . , . 



Those are very old wounds that do not hurt 
me any more, my child. ... It must be the 
light f^ing on them to-night. . . . Thou hast 
»cver noticed them till now ? 
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f 

■HNTAGILES. 

He looks sad, sister Ygraine. . . . 



No, no ; he is not sad, but very weaiy, . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

Thou art sad too, sister Ygraine. , . . 

YGRAINE. 

Why, no; why, no; you see, I am smil- 
ng. . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

And my oilier sister, too. , . . 

YGRAINE. 

Why, no ; she is smiling, too. . , . 

TINTAGILES. 

That is not smiling. ... I know. . , . 



Come ; kiss me and think of something else. 
, . . [-Sii kisses himj] 



^Vhat else, sister Ygraine? — Why dost thoo 
hurt me when thou dost kiss me so? 

YGRAINE. 

I hurt thee? 



I 
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TINTAGILES. 

Yes. ... I don't know why I hear thy heart 
sat, sister Ygraine. . . . 

YGRAINE. 

Thou hearest it beat ? 

TINTAGiLES. 

Oh I oh I it beats, it beats, as if it would . 

YGRAINE. 

What? 

TDJTAGILES. 

I don't know, sister Ygraine. . . . 

VGRAINE. 

Thou must not be alarmed without reason, 
nor speak in riddles. , . . Stop ! thine eyes are 
wet. . . . Why art thou troubled? I hear thy 
heart beat, too. . ■ . You always hear it when 
you kiss so. ... It Is then it speaks and says 
things the tongue knows not of. . . . 

TTNTAGILES. 

I did not hear it just now. . . . 

YGRAINE. 

Oh ! but thine I . . . Why, 



Because then 
what ails it? . . . It Is bursting I 

TINTAGILES {crying). 
Sister Ygraine I sister Ygraine 1 
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YCRAINE. 

What? 

TTNTAGILIS. 

I heard ! . . . They . , . they are coming ! 

VGRAINE. 

They, who? . ■ . Why, what's the matter? . . , 

TCTAGILES, 

The door ! the door ! They were there ! . , . 
\He falls backivardon Vgkaine's kntes. 

YGRAINE. 

Why, what 's the matter? . , . He has . . . 
he has fainted. . . . 

BELLANGkRE. 

Take care j . . . take care ! ... He will 



[Rising tthruptly, s^iwrd in hand^ I hear 
ooj . . . some one is walking in the corridor. 



Ob 1 . . . 


VGRAINE. 

{A siUnee — Ihty tisUn, 




AGLOVALE. 


I hear. . . 


. There is a crowd of them. . . . 




VGRAINE. 


A crowd 1 


. . What crowd? 



i 
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AGLOVALE. 

I do not know ; . . . you hear and you do not 
hear. . . . They do not walk like other beings, 
but they come. . . . They are touching the 
door. . . . 

YCRAINE. 

[C/asping TtNTAGfLES convubivtly in her 
amis^ Tintagiles I . ■ . Tintagiles ! . . . 



\_Kissing htm at the same ttmeS] I too I . . . 
I too 1 . . . Tintagiles ! . . . 

AGLOVALE. 

They are shaking the door . . . listen . . . 
soft I . . . They are whispering. , . . 

[A key is heard grating in the lock. 

VCRAINE. 

They have the key I . . . 



Yes ; . . . yes. ... I was sure of it. . 
Wait. . . . 

\He posts himself, with raised sword, on 
the last step. — To the two sisters ;] 
Come ! . . , come, too ! . . . 

[A silence. The door opena a. little. Trem- 
bling like the needle of a compass, Agtovale 
puts his sword across the opening, sticking 
the point of it between the beams of the 
door-caEw. The sword breaks with a crash 
s pressure of the folding- 
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door, and its fr^ments roll echoing down 
the steps. Ygraine leaps up wilh Tintagilca, 
■till in a faint, in her arms; and she, Bel- 
langire and Aglovale, »iih vain and mighty 
efforts, try to push back the door, which con- 
tinues to open slowly, although '- 



heard or aeen. Only a brightness, cold and 
cslm, pierces into the room. At this mo- 
ment, Tintagiles, suddenly straightening up, 
comes to himself, utters a long cry of deliv- 
erance and kisses his sister, while at the very 
moment of this cry, the door, resisting no 
longer, shuts abruptly under their pressure, 
which they have not bad time to iatenupt.] 

VGBAINE. 

■Untagiles! . . . 

[_T/iey look at each other in amazement. 

AGLOVALE {listening at the door) . 
I no longer hear a sound. . . . 

YGRAINE (wild with Joy) . 
TintagUes I Tintagiles ! . . . See 1 See 1 . . . 
He is saved I , . . See his eyes ! . . . you can 
see the blue. ... He is going to speak. . . . 
They saw we were watching. . . . They did 
not dare 1 . . . Kiss us I ... Kiss us, I tell 
thee 1 . . . Kiss us ! ... All 1 all I ... To the 
very depths of our souls ! , . . 

\_AU four,with eyes filledwith tears, remain 
closely embraced^ 



ACT FOURTH. 



[A cortidor before the apaitment of the pre- 
ceding act. Enter, veiled, three bandmaids 
of the Queen.] 

nKST HANDMAID (Jistemtig at the door). 

They watch qq longer. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

It was useless to wait. . . . 

THIBD HANDMAID. 
She preferred that it should be done in 
{■Bileiice. . . . 

FlBSr HANDMAID. 

I Imew that they must sleep. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

Open quicltly. . . . 

THIRD HANDUAID. 

It is time. . . . 

FIRST HANDMAID. 

Wait at the door. I will go in alone. It is 
I needless to be three. . . . 
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SECOKD RANDUAID. 

It is true, he is very little. . . . 

THIRD HANDMAID. 

You must be on your guard for the elder 
sister. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

You know the Queen would not that they 
should know. . . . 

FIRST HANDMAID. 

Fear nothing ; I am never easily heard. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

Go in, then; it is time. 

\The first handmaid opens the door pru- 
dently and enters the roam.'\ 

It is nearly midnight. . . . 

THIRD HANDMAID. 

Ahl . . . 

\A silence. The first handmaid cemes 
back from the apartment^ 

SECOND HANDMAID. 



FIRST HAKDMAID. 

He is asleep between his sisters. His arms 
are about their necks ; and their arms are about 
^lim, too. ... I could not do it alone. . . . 
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I will go help you. . . . 

THIKD HANDMAID. 

Yes; go in together. ... I will watch 
bere. . . . 

FISSr HANDMAID. 

Take care ; they are aware of something. 
. , . They are all three straggling with a bad 
dream. . . . 
I [TXif two handmaids enter ike room. 

THIRD HANDMAID, 

They are always aware; but they do not 
understand. . . . 

[A siknee. The first tiva handmaids come 
back again from the apartment.'^ 
WeU? 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

You must come too ; ... we cannot detach 
them. . . . 

FIRST HANDMAID. 

As fast as we undo their anns, they close them 
on the child again. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

And the child dingi to them harder and 
harder. . , , 

7IKST HANDMAID. 

Ke is r^itiDg with his forehead on the elder 
lister's heart . . . 
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Aod hit bead rises and iaBs on ber 



pnsr nA^1num. 
We shall not socceed in opeomg his hands 
the kasc . . . 

SfCOSD HANiaiAID. 

They phmge to the very depths of his sisters' 

FIRST HAMnUSX 

He clenches a golden cad between his little 
teeth. . . . 

SEOOST) HAXDUAID. 

The hur of the elder will have to be cut 
off. . . . 

FWSY HAMIMAID, 

The othei sister's as well, you wiD see. . . 

SECOND HAMDIUUX 

Have you your shears? 

THIRD HANDHAUX 

Yes. . . . 

FTRSr HANDMAID. 

Come quick ; they stir already. 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

Their hearts and eyeliis beat in the same 
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nitSr HAKDMAIC. 



V It it true; I caught a glimpse of the blue 
eyes of the elder. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

She looked at us, but saw us not. ... 

I FIRST HANDIUID. 

When one of them is touched, the other two 
«wt. . ., 
SECOND HANDMAID. 
They struggle irithout being able to move. . . . 
FIRST HANDMAID. 
Tlie elder would have cried out, but she could 
SECOND HANDMAID, 
Come quickly ; they look warned. . . . 
THIRD HANDBUID. 
I The old man is not there ? 
' PntSr HANDMAID. 

Yes ; but he sleeps in a comer. . . , 

SECOND HANDMAID. 



FIRST HANDMAID. 

He it aware of nothing; and he does not 
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THIRD HANDMAID. 

Come, come ; we must have done with it . 



You will have trouble untangting their 
limbs. . . . 

SECOND HANDMAID. 

True; they are intertwineii like those of 
the drowned. . . . 

THIRD 

Come, come. . . , 

[The; enter the room. A great silence, broken 
by sighs and dnil moimuis of an anguUh 
smothered by sleep. Afterwards, the three 
handmaids come out in all haste from the 
sombre apartment. One of them carrie» 
Tintagiles asleep in her arms, his little handa 
and mouth shrivelled with sleep and agony, 
and flooding him all over with the flowing 
of lone golden locks ravished from the two 
sisters" hair. They flee in silence mitil, when 
Ihey come to the end of the corridor, Tin- 
tagiles, suddenly waking, utters a great cryi 
olsupreme distress,] 

untaciles {from the depths of the corridor). 

A-ah I . . . 

[New silence. Then the two sisters ftre heard, 
in the next room, waking and rising no- 

YGRAiNi (iVi the room). 
Tintagiles I . . . Where is he? . 



The Death of Tintagiles. 217 

BELLANGtRE. 

He is no longer here. , . . 

YGRAQiE (with increasing anguish) . 
Tintagiles ! . . . A lamp I a lamp 1 . , . light 

BELUUIGilRE:. 

Yes . . . yes I . . . 

YGRAINC. 

[She is seen, tbiough the op«n door, coming 
forward within the room, with a loinp in her 
hand.] 

The door is wide open ! 

THE VOICE OF TINTAGILES (almost inattdUU ttt 

the distance). 
Sister Ygiaine 1 . . . 

I VGRAIME. 

He cries! ... he cries t . , . Tintagiles! 
' Tintagiles ! . . . 

[She rushes headlong into the corridor. Bel- 
langire tries to rollow her, but fainta on th* 
■teps of Che threshold.] 




4 grtaf iron doer beneath gloomy arches. 
Enter Ygraink, haggard, dishtvelUd, with a 
lamp in her hand. 



\_Tuming back wildly.'] They have not fol- 
lowed me. . . . £ellang^re ! . . . Bellangere ! . . . 
AglovaJe ! ■ . .Where are ihey? — TTiey said 
they loved him, and they have left me all 
alone ! . . , Tintagiles ! . . . Tintagiles ! . . . Oh t 
it is tnie. ... I have climbed up, I have climbed 
up innumerable steps between great pitiless walls, 
and my heart can no longer sustain me. . . . The 
arches seem to stir. . . . \^She leans against the 

pil/arso/an anh.] 1 shall fall Oh ! oh ! my 

poor life! I feel it. . . . It is at the very edge of 
my lips, trying to get away. ... I do not know 
what I have done. ... I have seen nothing; I 
have heard nothing. . . . Oh, the silence 1 . . . 
I found all these golden curls along the steps and 
along the walls ; and I followed them. I picked 
them up. ... Oh ! oh I they are very beautiful ! 
Little thumbkin ! . . . little thumbkin ! . . . What 
did I say 7 I remember, , . ■ I do not believe in it, 
either ; . . . one can sleep. ... All that is of no 
consequence, and it is not possible. ... I do not 
know what I think any longer. . . . One is waked 
up, and then . . , At bottom, come, at bottom. 



r 
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one must reflect, . . . They say this, they say 
that ; but the soul — that follows another road 
altogether. You do not know all you unloose, 
I came here with my little lamp. ... It was not 
blown out in spite ofthe wind in the stairway. , , . 
At bottom, what must be thought of it? There 
are loo many things unsettled. . . .And yet there 
are some who should know them ; but why do 
they not speak? [Looking aboui herJ] I have 
never seen all this, . . . One may not climb so 
high ; everything is forbidden, ... It is cold. . , . 
It is so dark, too, one might fear to breathe. . . . 
Theysay the shadows poison. . . .Yonder door 
is fearful, . , . [She approaches the door and 
gropes over it^ Oh! it is cold ! . . . It is of 
smooth iron ; all smooth, and has no lock, . , . 
Wheredoes it open, then? I see no hinges. . . . 
I believe it is embedded in the wall. . . .One can 
go no higher; . . . there are no more steps. . . . 
[Uttering a terrible ctj^ Ah ! . . . still more 
golden curls, shut in the door 1 . . . Tintagiles ! 
Tintagiles ! . . . I heard the door fall to just 
now ! . . . I remember ! I remember ! ... It 
must! . . . [She beats frantically with fist and 
feet on the door.'\ Oh ! the monster 1 the mon- 
ster ! . . . You are here j . . . IJsten I I blas- 
pheme I I blaspheme and sprt at you ! . . . 

[Knocking, in tiny strokes, heard on the other 
side of Ihe door ; then [he voice of Tintuiles 
pierces, very feebl;, through the iron 
barriers.] 

TINTAGILES, 

Sister Vgraine, sister Vgraine 1 
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TintagHcs! . . . What? . . . What? . . 
Tintagiles, is it thoa? . . . 



Open quickly, open quickly I , 
tbeie! . . . 



Oh ! oh ! . . . Who ? . . . Tintagiles, my little 
Tintagiles! . . . dost thou hear me? . . . What is 
it ! . . . What has happened? . . . Tintagiles 1 
. . . Thou hast not been hurt? . . . Where art 
thou? . . . Art thou there? . . . 



TINTAGILES. 



Sister Ygraine, sister Ygraine ! . . . I shall die 
if thou dost not open me the door. . . . 



Wait; I am trying; wait. ... I am opening 
it, I am opening it. . . . 



But thou dost not understand mc ! . . . Sister. 
Ygraine I . . . There is no time I . . , She could 
not hold me. ... I struck her, struck her. . . ^ 
1 ran. . . . Quick, quick, she is here 1 . . . 



I am coming, I am coming. , , . Where is she? 



I 
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TINTACILES. 

I see nothing, . . . but I hear . . . oh ! 1 am 
afraid, sister Vgraine, I am afraid ! . . . Quick, 
quick I . . . Open quickly ! ... for the love of 
the dear God, sister Ygraine ! . . . 

I VSRAINE {groping over the doer anxiously). 
■" I am sare to find . . . wait a little ... a min- 
phte ... a moment . . . 

ITNTAGILKS, 

I cannot wait any longer, sister Ygiaine. . . . 
She is breathing behind me. . . . 



fc 



It is nothing, Tintagiles; my little Tintagiles, 
in't be afraid. ... It is because I cannot 



TINTAGILES. 



Yes, thou canst ; I see thy light plainly. 
It is l^ht by thee, sister Ygraine. . . . H( 
can see no longer. . . . 



TINTAGILES. 

Yes, yes, there is one, but it is so little ! . , . 

VGRAINE 

Which side? Here? . . . Tell roe, tell me t 
, . There, perhaps? 



232 The Death of Tinragiles. 

TTNTAGILES, 

Here, here. . . . Dost thou not heu? I am 
knocking. . , , 

VGIUniK. 

Here? 

TINTAGILES. 

Higher. ... But it is so little ! . . . 
could not pass a needle through it ! . . . 

VGSJkWE. 

Don't be afraid ; I shall be there. . , , 

TINTAGILES. 

Oh, I hear, sister Ygraine ! . . . Pull ! Pull 1 
Thou must pull ! She b here ! . . . if thou 
couldst open it a little . . . just a httle. ... I 
am so tiny ! . . . 

VGRAINE. 

I have no nails left, Tintagiles. ... I have 
pulled, I have pushed, I have pounded 1 ... I 
have pounded I . . , \She pounds again and tries 
to shake the imtnovabk door.'\ Two of my fingers 
are numb. ... Do not weep ; ... It is iron. 
TiStPSSlS&{sohbing despcratefy). 

Thou hast nothing to open it with, dstet 
Ygraine ? . . . Nothing at all, nothing at all ; . . , 
and I could go through ; ... for I am so little, 
so little. . . . Thou knowest well. , . , 

YGBATOE. 

I have nothing but my lamp, Tintagiles. . . . 
There ! There I . . . {She heals hard on th* 
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^■: door, with ike help of her lamp of clay, -which 
^^p goes out and is broken.'^ Oh! . . . Everything 
^B is dark all at once ! . . . Tintagiles, where an 

thou ? . . . Oh, listen, listen ! . . . Thou canst 

□ot open it from within ? . . . 

TINTAGILIS. 

No, no ; there is n't anything. ... I can't 

feel anything at all. ... I can't see the little 
bright chink any longer. . . . 

IVGRAINE. 
What ails thee, Tintagiles? ... I hardly 
hear any longer, . . . 
tho 



Little sister, sister Ygra in e. . . . It is no longer 
issible. . . . 

YGRAINE. 

What is it, Tintagiles? . , . Where goett 
'thou? . . . 

TINTAGILES. 

She is there ! . . . I have no more courage. — 
Sister Ygrainc, sister Ygraine 1 ... I feel her I . . . 

I VCRAINE. 

I Who? . . . Who? . . . 

r TINTAGILES. 

I do not know. . . . I do not see. . . .But it 

is no longer possible ! . . . She . . . she is taking 

me by the throat. . . . She has put her hand on 

y throat. . . . Oh 1 oh ! sister Ygraine, come 

i here. . . . 



234 The Death of Tintagiles. 

YGRAINE. 

Yes, yes, . . . 

untagiles. 
It is so dailc ! . . . 



i 



Struggle, defend thyself, tear her ! . . . Don'l 
be afraid. . . . One moment ! . . . I shall be 
there. . . . Tintagiles ! . . . Tintagiles I answer 
me! ... Help! . . . Where art thou? ... I 
am going to help thee. . . . Kiss me . . . through 
the door . . . here . . . here. . . . 

TINTAGILES {vtryftebfy') . 
Here . . . here . . . sister Ygraine. . . . 



It is here, it is here I am giving kisses, heaiest 
thou? Again 1 again 1 . . . 

TINTAGILES (more and more feebly) . 
I am giving them, loo . . . here . . . sister 
Ygraine ! , . . sister Vgraine ! . . . Oh I . . . 
{The fall of a UtiU body is heard behind 
the iron door.'] 



Tintagiles! . . . Tintagiles 1 . . . What hast 
thou done? . . . Give him up ! give him up I . . , 
for the tove of God, give him up ! ... I no 
longer hear. ... — What have you done with 
him? ... Do him no harm, will you? ... ft 



f 
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is only a poor child ! . . . He does not resist. . . . 
See, see. ... I am not wicked. ... I have gone 
down on both knees. ■ . . Give him up, I pray 
thee. ... It is not for myself alone, thou 
knowest. ... I will do all one could wish. . . . 
I am not bad, you see. ... I beseech you with 
clasped hands. ... I was wrong. ... I sub- 
mit utterly, thou seest well. ... I have lost all 
1 had. . . . Let me be punished some other 
way. . . . There are so many things that could 
give me more pain ... if thou lovest to give 
pain .... Thou wilt see. , . . But this poor 
child has done nothing. . . . What I said was 
not true . . . but I did not know. ... I know 
welt you are very good. . . . One must forgive 
in the end 1 . . . He is so young, he is so beau- 
tiful, and he is so little ! , . . You see, it is not pos- 
sible ! ... He puis his tittle arms about your 
neck, his little mouth on your mouth ; and God 
himself could not resist any longer. . . . You 
will open, will you not? . . . I ask almost noth- 
ing. ... I should only have him a moment, 
one little moment. ... I do not remember . . . 
thou understandest. ... I did not have time. . . . 
There needs hardly anything to let him pass. . . . 
It is not hard. . . . [A long inexorable silence.^ — 
Monster ! . . . Monster I ... I spit — ... I 
[She sinks down and continues to sob 

softly, with her arms stretched up en 

Ae door, in the darkness,'^ 

[CUXTAW.] 
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